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MEMOIR  OF  MRS.  R.  HONNER. 


This  deserving  actress  was  born  on  the  21st  of  De¬ 
cember,  1812,  in  the  town  of  Enniskillen,  Ireland.  She 
lost  her  mother  at  an  early  age,  and,  for  many  sad  years, 
felt  the  privations  that  generally  attend  such  a  loss.  She 
exhibited  a  precocious  talent  for  the  stage  ;  and  at  the 
Dublin  Theatre,  attracted  the  attention  of  the  elder  Kean, 
Macready,  &c.,  by  her  performances.  From  thence  she 
proceeded  to  the  south  of  Ireland,  where  she  flourished 
the  tiny  heroine  of  juvenile  tragedy.  Her  next  engage¬ 
ment  was  with  poor  old  Talbot,  the  Hibernian  Elliston  of 
his  day.  She  afterwards  journeyed  to  Scotland,  played  on 
the  same  boards  with  some  distinguished  London  lumi¬ 
naries,  gained  much  valuable  experience,  and  rose  to  be  a 
popular  favourite.  Returning  to  Dublin,  she  joined  an 
amateur  company ;  when,  thinking  her  talents  might  be 
better  employed  in  the  metropolis  of  Great  Britain,  she 
repaired  thither,  and,  in  1831,  made  her  first  curtesy  to  a 
London  audience  at  the  Pavillion.  Her  success  was  com¬ 
plete,  and,  for  two  seasons,  she  proved  the  leading  attrac¬ 
tion  of  the  drama  eastward.  In  1833,  Manager  Davidge 
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engaged  her  for  the  Coburg ;  but  when  misfortune  over¬ 
took  that  respectable  man,  Mr.  R.  Honner,  then  acting 
manager  at  Sadler’s  Wells,  secured  her  services,  and  those 
of  her  father,  Mr.  Macarthy,  for  the  lofty-plumed,  high- 
mettled  George  Almar,  the  magnifico  of  the  Sir  Hugh 
Middleton  !  At  the  successful  termination  of  two  seasons, 
she  was  transferred  to  the  Surrey.  In  June,  1835,  Miss 
Macarthy  played  Julia  in  the  Hunchback  at  Drury  Lane, 
for  the  benefit  of  «/erry-/S'nea£-Russell,  with  so  much  abi¬ 
lity,  that  the  audience  called  for  her  after  she  had  quitted 
the  stage,  and,  on  her  re-appearance,  greeted  her  with  the 
loudest  acclamations.  On  the  2 1st  of  May,  1836,  she 
became  the  happy  wife  of  Mr.  R.  Honner — a  man  of  his 
namesake,  and  a  praise- worthy  and  intelligent  actor.  To¬ 
gether  they  ranged  the  boards  of  the  Surrey  until  Whit¬ 
suntide,  1838,  when  my  Lord  and  Master,  becoming  lessee 
of  “  Sadler’s  sweet  Wells,”  his  better  moiety  followed 
him  as  in  duty  bound,— where  full  benches,  and  well-me¬ 
rited  applause  crown  the  mutual  exertions  of  My  Spouse 
and  I. 


REMARKS. 


^aul  tf)e 

Two  Englishmen,  Lord  Carlingford  and  Paul  the  Pilot,  are  on 
board  a  French  vessel.  The  nobleman  has  fled  with  James  the  Se¬ 
cond  to  France,  and,  being  proscribed  by  the  hypocritical,  heartless 
usurper.  King  William,  death  inevitably  awaits  him  should  he  be 
captured  by  his  countrymen.  The  Pilot  has  smuggled  himself  on 
board  for  the  purpose  of  communicating  to  his  comrades  the  enemy’s 
strength;  and  having  been  caught  in  the  act  of  making  signals  to 
compass  his  designs,  he  is  arrested  for  a  spy.  The  crews  of  England 
and  France  are  on  the  eve  of  battle.  If  the  former  are  victorious, 
what  will  become  of  Lord  Carlingford  and  his  infant  daughter  ?  if  the 
latter  win  the  day,  there  will  be  no  mercy  for  poor  Paul  and  his  little 
brother.  In  this  anxious  extremity,  each  solemnly  engages  to  pro¬ 
tect  both  girl  and  boy,  should  he  prove  the  survivor;  and  Paul  en¬ 
trusts  Lord  Carlingford  with  a  gold  medal  that  had  been  given  to  his 
father  by  King  James,  for  his  gallantry  in  saving  ten  persons  from 
shipwreck, — with  strict  injunctions  to  present  it  to  his  brother  as  a  le¬ 
gacy  and  a  remembrance.  The  sound  of  cannon  is  heard;  the  battle 
commences;  the  British  Tars  board  the  Frenchman;  his  lordship, 
with  Paul’s  brother,  is  thrown  overboard  by  black  Johnson  the  English 
boatswain;  the  girl  is  saved;  Paul,  frantic  with  his  loss,  attempts  to 
plunge  into  the  deep;  is  restrained  by  an  old  messmate;  his  solemn 
oath  to  protect  the  helpless  orphan  recurs  to  his  mind  ;  he  will  live 
to  keep  it  sacred,  though  his  heart  is  broken. 

Sixteen  years  are  past,  and  the  jovial  crew  of  the  Raven  are  carous¬ 
ing  at  the  Royal  Standard,  Portsmouth,  of  which  Dame  Wilson,  Paul’s 
aged  mother,  is  the  hostess.  Paul  has  been  promoted  to  the  rank  of 
Lieutenant,  and  Mary,  now  a  blooming  and  beautiful  girl,  is  the 
adopted  daughter  of  the  good  old  Dame.  Her  charms  have  touched 
the  hard  heart  of  black  Johnson,  who  makes  proposals  to  marry  her, 
but  is  rejected.  He  swears  to  be  revenged,  and  vengeance  is  soon  in 
his  power. 

A  sprig  of  quality  has  been  appointed  second  Lieutenant  of  the  Ra¬ 
ven.  This  young  aristocrat  had  been  Paul’s  companion  during  his 
journey  to  Portsmouth ;  and  the  conversation  turning  upon  the  navy, 
the  ex-Pilot  exhibited  more  of  the  “  fortitur  in  re”  than  the  “  suavi- 
tur  in  rnodo  ”  when  he  descanted  on  the  abuse  of  court  favouritism 
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that  elevates  titled  insignificance  over  the  heads  of  brave  and  ex¬ 
perienced  veterans.  So  warm  grew  the  debate,  that  if  they  parted  not 
enemies,  they  were  anything  but  friends.  Paul’s  arrival  is  cordially 
welcomed  by  the  crew;  and  the  nautical  mushroom,  “  Paul’s  man 
milliner!”  finds  that  his  spick-and-span  new  gold  epaulettes  (the 
Pilot’s  were  tarnished  with  long  service)  win  him  no  respect.  They 
turn  their  backs  on  him  ;  and  Toby  Toughyarn  (who  splices  his  old 
pigtail  if  Paul  doesn’t  speak  like  an  angel  in  boots !)  blurts  a  toast  in 
his  face  to  the  complimentary  tune  of  his  messmate’s  good  health, 
and  confusion  to  all  dandy  interlopers. 

The  Raven  is  about  to  sail ;  and  Mary,  who  had  discovered  that 
Paul’s  regard  for  her  was  more  tender  than  that  of  a  brother,  and 
knowing  his  delicate  feeling,  determines  to  offer  him  the  hand  he  had 
not  courage  to  ask.  They  are  betrothed Mary  is  to  stay  behind, 
and  protect  the  declining  old  Dame ;  Paul  is  to  proceed  onward  in  his 
career  of  glory,  and  earn  fresh  laurels. 

All  hands  are  on  board  but  Paul,  who  is  dismissed  from  active  ser¬ 
vice,  and  Lieutenant  Howard  (the  aristocratical  stripling)  is  appointed 
in  his  stead.  Well  he  knows  to  whose  secret  malice  he  is  indebted 
for  this  indignity — his  plain-speaking  has  ruined  him.  But  why  is 
not  Mary  present  to  console  him  at  a  time  like  this  ?  Alas  !  she,  too, 
is  false,  whispers  the  traitor  Johnson;  a  letter  written  by  her  to  Paul’s 
mother  is  misinterpreted  and  brought  in  evidence  against  her ;  she 
has  fled  on  board  the  Raven ;  Lieutenant  Howard  has  superseded 
him  in  his  profession  and  in  his  love. 

He  hastens  on  board,  proclaims  his  wrongs,  is  put  in  irons  for  con¬ 
tempt  of  orders,  and  black  J ohnson  is  placed  sentinel  over  him.  Toby 
Toughyarn,  suspecting  that  more  rogues  than  the  sable  boatswain 
have  an  inclination  for  Mary,  prudently  retains  the  key  of  her  cham¬ 
ber,  and  keeps  nightly  watch.  Being,  however,  over-persuaded  by 
the  glib  tongue,  and  overcome  by  the  potent  grog  of  Johnson,  who 
steals  upon  him  by  moonlight,  he  falls  down  insensible;  the  key  is 
taken  from  him;  Johnson  hurries  to  the  chamber  of  Mary,  who 
screams  with  alarm ;  Lieutenant  Howard  flie3  to  her  assistance ;  and 
Paul  reaches  the  deck  just  in  time  to  see  his  once-loved  mistress  faint¬ 
ing  in  the  arms  of  his  rival !  A  rencontre  ensues ;  Paul  strikes  his 
superior  officer,  and  incurs  the  punishment  of  death. 

The  grotesque  ceremony  of  “  crossing  the  line  ”  follows ;  in  which 
extravaganza,  Toby,  adorned  with  a  flowing  white  wig  and  beard, 
enacts  Neptune;  Bill  Jones,  a  huge  raw-boned  sea-calf,  swills  grog, 
chews  tobacco,  and  sits  astride  a  great  gun,  as  Amphitrite;  and 
Sampson  Swallow,  the  croaking  cockney  “  nevey  ”  of  Neptune  Toby, 
is  lathered  over  eyes,  nose,  and  mouth,  scraped  clean  with  a  rusty  iron 
hoop,  and  thrice  immersed  over  head  and  ears  in  the  ducking  tub!-- ■ 
While  all,  save  Sampson !  are  in  extacies  at  the  joke,  the  sky  be¬ 
comes  suddenly  overcast;  the  thunder  roars;  the  lightning  flashes; 
n  thunder-bolt  strikes  the  ship’s  mast,  which  falls  with  a  loud  crash 
and  kills  the  Captain;  Paul  takes  command  of  the  vessel;  all 
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hands  to  the  pump  ! — ’tis  in  vain ! — the  ship  sinks  fast— the  crew, 
with  Mary  and  Paul,  seek  safety  on  a  raft,  which  floats  at  the  mercy 
of  the  waves  on  the  open  sea. 

Famine  threatens  the  survivors  of  the  wreck.  Lots  must  be  drawn, 
who  shall  supply  them  with  food ;  and  the  ungallant  Swallow  vora¬ 
ciously  proposes  to  cut  up  the  young  woman  (Mary)  first !  The  fatal 
chance  falls  upon  Howard,  and  he  resolutely  prepares  to  die.  Then 
transpires  the  secret  from  Mary’s  bosom  that  she  loves  the  devoted 
victim  !  ’Tis  astounding  news  to  Paul,  but  his  generosity  is  equal  to 
every  trial.  His  life  for  the  young  Lieutenant’s— but  that  will  not 
satisfy  black  Johnson.  He  cuts  away  part  of  the  raft  on  which  Mary 
stands,  and  she  is  well  nigh  lost,  when  Howard  resolves  to  save  her, 
or  perish  in  the  attempt.  The  latter  being  the  most  probable,  he  gives 
Paul  the  gold  medal  that,  many  years  ago,  he  (Paul)  had  entrusted  to 
Lord  Carlingford.  Upon  further  explanation,  the  young  Lieutenant 
proves  to  be  the  Pilot’s  long-lost  brother. 

A  sail  appears  in  sight;  the  party  are  rescued  from  their  perilous 
situation;  Toby  pitches  black  Johnson  to  the  locker  of  one  Mr.  Jones, 
and  all  ends  happily. 

This  melo-dramatic  romance  is  written  by  Mr.  Thomas  Greenwood, 
the  author  of  the  popular  Jack  Sheppard,  played  at  Sadler’s  Wells. 
Mr.  Cathcart  acted  Paul  with  considerable  effect;  Mr.  Honner,  in 
Toby  Toughyarn,  sang  a  nautical  medley,  danced  a  hornpipe,  and  per¬ 
petrated  sundry  quaint  Jonathans  *  with  the  true  hearty  spirit  of  a 
jolly  Jack  Tar ;  and  Mrs.  Honner,  by  her  simplicity  and  pathos,  made 
the  character  of  Mary  peculiarly  interesting. 

iSST  D. - G. 


*  We  will  match  the  following  against  the  best  of  Toby’s.  The 
American  giant  refuses  to  come  over  to  England  this  summer  be¬ 
cause  the  twenty-first,  of  June  is  not  long  enough  for  him  to  stand 
upright  in ;  and  his  rival,  the  Kentucky  Dwarf,  is  so  short,  that  he 
has  not  paid  his  debts  these  five  years !  A  wag  went  into  a  shop  and 
asked  for  a  yard  of  pork;  the  purveyor  of  the  unclean  animal  gave 
him  three  (Pigs !)  feet. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 


The  Conductors  of  this  Work  print  no  Plays  but  those  which  they 
have  seen  acted.  The  Stage  Directions  are  given  from  personal  ob¬ 
servations,  during  the  most  recent  performances. 

R.  means  Right;  L.  Left;  C.  Centre;  R.  C.  Right  of  Centre; 
L.  C.  Left  of  Centre;  D.  F.  Door  in  the  Flat,  or  Scene  running  across 
the  back  of  the  Stage;  C.  D.F.  Centre  Door  in  the  Flat;  R.  D.F. 
Right  Door  in  the  Flat ;  L.D.F.  Left  Door  in  the  Flat ;  R.D.  Right 
Door;  L.  D.  Left  Door ;  S.E.  Second  Entrance;  U.  E.  Upper  En¬ 
trance. 

V  The  Reader  is  supposed  to  he  on  the  Stage,  facing  the  Audience. 


(East  of  tf;e  Characters, 


As  performed  at  Sadler's  Wells  Theatre. 


Paul  Wilson  ( the  Pilot)  .... 

Lieutenant  Howard  .... 

Sampson  Swallow . 

Toby  Toughyarn . 

The  Captain  (in  the  French  Service) 

Lord  Carling f ord  (an  Officer,  attached  to 
cause  of  King  James)  .... 

Mark  Johnson  (the  Boatswain) 

Bill  Jones  (a  Sailor) 

Captain  Transom  .... 

Dame  Wilson . 

Marry . 


.  Mr.  Cathcart. 

.  Mr.  Elvin. 

.  Mr.  J .  W.  Collier. 
.  Mr.  R.  Honner. 

.  Mr.  Williams. 

I  Mr.  Broadfoot. 

.  Mr.  Dry. 

.  Mr.  Montgomery. 

•  Mr.  Aldridge. 

.  Miss  Cooke. 

.  Mrs.  R.  Honner. 


Sailors,  Lasses,  Soldiers,  Sfc. 
Scene — Gosport. 


Costume. 


pAUL  WILSON.  -  First  dress:  Petticoat-tro  wsers  -  guernsey 
shirt  red  stockings— shoes  and  buckles-long  black  ringlet— wig  — 
Second  dress:  Naval  Lieutenant’s  full  dress  blue  coat,  richly  trimmed 
wnh  gold  lace-white  breeches— shoes  and  buckles.  Third  dress  - 
Ked  shirt— petticoat-trowsers— red  stocking— shoes 
LIEUTENANT  HOWARD.  The  same  as  Paul’s  second  dress. 
SAMPSON  SWALLOW.  First  dress :  Yellow  doublet  and  trunks 
trimmed  with  blue.  Second  dress:  Petticoat-trowers— blue  shirt 

TOBY  UGH  YARN.  Pea  jacket — guernsey  shirt-white  ,L. 
sers  shoes  and  buckles — long  pig-tail. 

THE  CAPTAIN.— Blue  coat,  trimmed  with  red  facings  and  gold 
lace— white  kersemere  breeches-shoes  and  buckles.  ^ 

fi-lk°Rh-fCtRLINGF0RD~L°ng  claret-col°ured  coat,  trimmed  with 
^?OHrSoTrpCheS~SUk  St°Cki”^hoes  and 

MARK  johnsON.  Petticoat-trowsers— white  guernsey  shirt- 
blue  stockings— black  shoes  and  buckles— ear-rings 

tr0'VSerS~Striped  shirt— sailor’s 

CAPTAIN  TRANSOM.  Naval  Captain’s  blue  coat,  with  white 

“T  “  kg°ld  lace  —  epaulettes— white  Itersen, era  h  eed,  s!  ,h 
stockings— shoes  and  buckles.  Ik 

mIrv  WILS0N*-Dark  bro'vn  skirt-lace  boddice-cap. 
wimtf  £Ce"COl°Ured  sliP~boddice  and  sleeves,  trimmed  with 

white  lace-white  muslin  apron-lace  cap. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — The  chief  Cabin  of  a  French  Vessel — a  door , 
r.  f. — -tables,  r.  and  l. 

The  Captain  and  Officers  discovered  seated  at  the  ta¬ 
ble,  r.,  in  council — Lord  Carlinford  seated  at  the 
table ,  Li. 

Cap.  Gentlemen,  the  council  is  dissolved.  Lieutenant, 
the  plan  you  have  proposed  shall  be  adopted.  We  will 
lower  our  own  flag,  and  hoist  the  British  colours.  By  these 
means,  we  may  deceive  the  enemy,  and  escape  the  dangers 
which  our  own  rashness  has  created. 

Lord  C.  Captain,  are  we  then  entirely  separated  from 
the  French  fleet  ? 

Cap.  The  last  hour  it  has  not  been  in  sight ;  and  we  are 
now  within  three  miles  of  the  English  coast.  The  fleet 
of  vour  countrymen  is  also  within  cannon-shot ;  and  if 
one*  of  their  vessels  recognize  us,  all  will  be  lost. 

Lord  C.  But  is  there  then  no  chance  of  flight  ? 

Cap.  Yes,  indeed,  that  chance  remains.  Jacques,  you 
are  a  good  helmsman,  and  more  than  once  have  saved 
our  gallant  bark.  To  your  post !  nor  leave  it  till  we’ve 
gained  the  fleet.  If  we  should  fail  in  this,  and  be  obliged 
to  fight,  all  here,  I  know,  will  do  their  best  to  save  their 
country’s  honour.  [Rising.]  Now  to  che  deck !  Mouchard, 
bring  in  the  Englishman  we’ve  just  surprised. 

[Music. _ They  rise,  and  all  exeunt  but  the  Captain 

and  Carlingford,  R.  d.  f. 

Lord  C.  I  would  speak  to  you  of  this  poor  man. 

Cap.  What,  the  spy  whom  we  caught  making  signals 
to  apprise  the  enemy  of  our  presence  ?  If,  before  night, 
we  are  attacked,  dearly  shall  he  pay  for  it. 

Lord  C.  Consider,  captain,  he  was  here  by  chance— an 
humble  fisherman — a  child,  too,  with  him.  Surely,  had 
he  been  a  spy,  he  would  not  have  exposed  an  infant  to 
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such  danger.  Come,  think  better  of  it,  and  grant  the 
fellow  pardon. 

Cap.  I  must  not  neglect  my  duty.  If  the  prisoner  has 
caused  my  vessel  to  be  lost,  I  owe  it  to  my  country  and 
to  those  whom  I  command  to  take  his  life.  See !  he 
comes. 


Enter  Paul  Wilson,  dragged  in  by  Sailors,  r.  d.  f. 

Paul.  [Looking  around .]  A  pretty  craft  enough  ;  she’ll 
soon  be  safe  in  harbour.  [Looking  at  Carlingford,  l.] 
An  Englishman  !  and  yet  he  does  not  blush  to  meet  me 
^ere-  [Exit  Carlingford,  r.  d.  f. 

Cap.  (r.)  Approach,  and  speak  the  truth. 

Paul,  (c.)  Do  you  suspect  I  wish  to  save  my  life  by 
falsehood t  You  are  my  country’s  foe :  I  would  defend 
my  country,  and  serve  it  with  my  life !  My  purpose 
here  was  to  learn  your  strength,  and  the  number  of  your 
men.  The  first  I  succeeded  in  communicating  to  my 
cormades,  and  when  surprised  by  you,  I  was  endeavouring 
by  means  of  signals  to  effect  the  latter.  I  have  gained 
my  object  my  duty  is  done,  and  I  am  content  to  pay 
the  penalty.  I  think  you’ll  own,  my  speech  is  frank 
enough. 

Cap.  It  is  ;  but  you  assume  a  higher  tone  than  becomes 
a  man  of  your  condition.  One  would  be  led  to  think 
that  we  had  seized  a  foe  of  some  importance,  and  not  a 
humble  fisherman. 

Paul.  Humble  as  I  am,  I’ve  made  your  vessel  suffer. 

Cap.  How  ! 

Paul.  A  pilot’s  son — the  sea  my  constant  home,  I  have 
learned  to  glide  through  hostile  fleets  even  in  the  darkest 
nights.  For  the  last  four  years  such  has  been  the  life  I’ve 
led— on  land  I  find  no  pleasure— no  content ;  ’tis  only  on 
the  ocean  that  I  breathe.  Daily,  under  the  pretence  of 
shing,  have  I  left  my  home,  intent  upon  this  purpose — 
to-day  I  have  succeeded— the  English  flag  will  float  trium- 
phantiy  aloft,  and  I  shall  die  avenged. 

Cap.  And  your  widowed  mother - 

Paul.  Will  not  regret  my  death,  when  she  has  learned 
the  service  I  have  done  my  country. 

Cap.  Prisoner,  I  also  have  a  duty  to  perform  ;  and  if 
through  you  we  are  attacked  by  a  superior  force - 

Paul.  I  shall  be  shot,  or  hung  from  the  yard-arm.  I 
know  my  fate,  and  am  prepared  to  meet  it. 

Cap.  But  should  we  by  chance  escape — — 
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Paul .  Impossible  !  —  You’ll  soon  be  surrounded — your 
doom  and  mine  is  sealed  1 

Cap.  Beware  !  this  rashness  will  not  obtain  your  pardon. 

Paul.  I  fear  not  death. 

Cap.  But\there  is  another  who  may  share  your  fate. 

Paul.  [Startiny .]  No  I  you  cannot  mean — you  are  not 
savages — you  war  not  with  women  and  with  children  !  The 
poor  boy — you  surely  would  not  harm  him  !  Say  that  he 
is  safe,  and  I  will  kneel  and  bless  you. 

Cap.  So,  so  l  your  bearing  is  not  quite  so  bold. 

Paul.  He  is  my  younger  brother,  confided  to  my  care 
by  a  mother  who  doats  upon  him.  I  promised  to  restore 
him  this  night  to  her  arms.  Oh  1  spare  the  boy — take 
pity  on  a  parent’s  feelings,  and  let  me  be  the  only  sacrifice ! 

Cap.  Prisoner,  you  are  right.  There  is  an  English 
gentleman  on  board,  who  will  perhaps  consent  to  watch 
your  brother’s  safety  ;  I  will  send  him  hither.  To  you  no 
mercy  can  be  shown  ;  you  have  pronounced  your  own  sen¬ 
tence,  and,  under  ai'rest,  you  here  must  wait  your  fate. 

[Exit,  K.  D.  F. 

Paul,  (r.)  I  care  not  for  myself. 

Re-enter  Lord  Cardingford,  r.  d.  f. 

Is  this  the  man  to  whom  I  am  to  entrust  my  brother  ?  an 
Englishman  in  arms  against  his  countrymen  ! 

Lord  C.  (l.)  I  have  been  informed  you  would  confide 
to  me - 

Paul.  No  brother  that  I  love. 

Lord  C.  How  !  what  mean  you  ? 

Paul.  That  I  would  rather  see  him  lifeless  at  my  feet 
than  he  should  bear  arms  against  his  country. 

Lord  C.  You  think  me  a  foe  to  England,  but  you  are 
mistaken.  Attached  to  King  James’s  cause,  I  fled  with 
him  to  France.  I  am  proscribed  by  the  usurper  William, 
and  if  this  vessel  is  captured,  certain  death  awaits  me. — 
Alas  !  I  have  a  child  on  board — she  will  then  need  a 
protector. 

Paul.  Proceed. 

Lord  C.  Should  the  English  ships  prevail,  you  will  gain 
your  pardon,  and  I,  as  the  proscribed,  must  suffer.  My 
child  will  then  be  left  without  protection  :  will  you  afford 
her  yours  ?  / 

Paul.  I  will. 

Lord  C.  If,  on  the  other  hand,  you  meet  your  death,  I 
promise  in  my  turn  to  save  your  brother. 
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Paul.  I  accept  your  generous  proposal ;  but  death  to 
me  is  certain.  Should  you  return  to  England,  seek  out 
my  aged  parent ;  ask  her  forgiveness  for  her  once-loved 
Paul ;  and  as  the  boy  grows  up,  teach  him  to  watch  over 
her  with  tender  care  ; — she  will  then  have  none  to  look  to 
for  support  save  him. 

Lord  C.  I  swear  to  comply  with  your  request.  Have 
you  aught  else  to  say  ? 

Paul.  But  a  few  words.  Although  I  serve  the  cause 
of  William,  I  have  long  worn  a  portrait  on  my  breast, 
which  perhaps  you  would  esteem. 

\JDraws  forth  a  gold  medal. 

Lord  C.  A  medal !  and  in  gold  ! 

Paul.  My  father  had  once  the  good  fortune  to  save  the 
lives  of  ten  persons  from  shipwreck ;  and  his  sovereign 
presented  him  with  this  medal :  do  you  know  the  likeness  ? 

Lord  C.  ’Tis  the  portrait  of  King  James,  my  royal  mas¬ 
ter.  [ Turning  the  medal ,  and  reading.']  “  To  Paul  the 
Pilot,  from  the  King  of  England." 

Paul.  My  father  much  esteemed  this  medal,  and  at  bis 
death  bequeathed  it  to  me.  It  is  now  my  turn  to  dispose 
of  it :  I  entrust  it  to  you — ’tis  the  only  legacy  I  can  leave 
my  brother. 

Lord  C.  Your  wish  shall  be  fulfilled. 

Paul.  May  Heaven  reward  you  !  [ Crossing  to  the  table, 
l.]  I  have  another  duty  to  perform — to  write  my  last  adieu 
to  my  mother — [ Writing ,  and  giving  the  letter.]  By  this 
you’ll  learn  the  place  of  her  abode.  [Taking  his  hand.] 
Remember  your  oath  !  [ A  gun  is  heard.]  Hark  l  [J2«sA- 
ing  towards  the  door.]  The  battle  has  commenced  ;  and 
I,  a  prisoner,  cannot  now  assist  them. 

Lord  C.  I  cannot  fight  against  my  country,  or  those  to 
whom  I  owe  my  present  safety.  [The  gun  repeated. 

Paul.  That  was  a  noble  peal !  [ Looking  out,  R.  d.  f.] 
The  French  return  the  fire — the  English  captain  sinks  upon 
the  deck  ! — A  curse  upon  the  hand  that  sent  that  shot  i — 
Another  takes  his  place — they  make  full  sail — they’re 
bearing  down  upon  us  now  !  Brave  boys !  they’ll  soon 
avenge  his  death ! 

Lord  C.  But  the  children — let  us  hasten  to  save  them. 

[He  rushes  out,  r.  d.  f. — Paul  is  about  to  follow,  but 
is  stopped  by  a  Sentinel. 

Paul.  The  firing  ceases ;  yet  the  Frenchmen  come  not 
to  claim  their  victim.  I  thank  Providence  for  the  share 
I’ve  had  in  this,  my  country’s  triumph!  [Firing  continued. 
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Enter  the  French  Crew,  r.  d.  f. 

Crew.  [ Rushing  upon  Paul.']  Death  to  the  English  spy! 

Re-enter  the  Captain,  hastily,  r.d.f. 

Cap.  (r.  c.)  Madmen  !  stay  your  hands  !  his  skill  may 
be  of  service.  [To  Paul.]  Prisoner,  we  have  lost  our 
helmsman  ;  you  must  take  his  place. 

Paul.  [r.  corner.]  Never  !  lead  me  to  death  ! 

Cap.  Do  you  perceive  your  countryman,  and  those 
children  clinging  to  him  ? 

Paul.  [ Looking  anxiously.]  Ha  !  my  brother  ! 

Cap.  Refuse  to  take  the  helm,  and  he  dies  this  instant. 

Paul.  [Clasping  his  hands,  and  ivavering.]  My  poor 
mother  !  how  will  she  mourn  his  fate  ! 

Cap.  Decide  at  once  ;  no  time  is  to  be  lost. 

Paul.  Well,  then,  for  his  sake  alone — [Considering .] 
No,  I  will  not !  Frenchmen,  strike  !  I  cannot — will  not 
raise  my  arm  against  my  country ! 

[A  Crash. —  The  cabin-door  is  burst  open,  and  Lord 
Carlingford  is  seen  standing  on  the  defensive  with 
the  Children ,  who  are  kneeling — loud  huzzas  are 
heard — a  crash  and  explosion  takes  place,  and  the 
cabin  breaks  away — the  bowsprit  of  an  English 
vessel  is  seen,  r.,  with  Sailors  on  the  top  of  it,  in 
the  act  of  boarding — Lord  Carlingford,  c.,  with  the 
Children  kneeling  —  he  is  attacked  by  Johnson , 
overpowered ,  and  thrown  overboard  with  the  boy — 
Bill  Jones  and  the  Crew  jump  from  the  bowsprit  to 
the  deck,  leaving  one  Sailor  waving  the  Union  Jack 
— the  British  Crew  overpower  the  French. — Picture. 

John,  (c.)  Huzza,  young  tar !  the  prize  is  won ;  and 
I’ve  thrown  overboard  a  rascally  countryman  of  ours,  who 
was  concerting  a  plan  with  the  enemy  aboard  this  vessel. 

Paul.  What’s  that  ? — Speak  ! 

John.  I’ve  served  a  traitor  as  he  deserved — given  him 
short  law  and  long  sentence.  [Pointing  doivn.]  He’s  deep 
enough  now,  I  warrant. 

Paul.  Then  you  have  killed  a  noble-minded  man.  But 
the  child — what  has  become  of  that  ? 

[  Bill  Jones  rushes  forward  with  the  Girl  in  his  arms. 

Bill.  (l.  c.)  The  child  is  saved.  I  snatched  young 
smoothface  from  the  stranger’s  arms,  just  as  Black  Johnson 
pushed  him  over. 
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Paul,  (c.)  This  is  the  girl, — but  the  other — the  boy  ! — 
Speak  quickly,  or  you’ll  drive  me  mad. 

Bill.  He’s  gone,  I  fear.  I  could  only  save  one. 

Paul.  Arthur,  my  brother,  drowned  !  I  will  not  long 
survive  him  ! 

[Music. — He  rushes  to  the  side  to  throw  himself  over. 

Bill.  [Stopping  him.~\  Messmate,  this  child - 

Paul.  That  child  ! — Yes,  you’re  right,  I  had  forgotten 
my  duty  and  my  promise.  Poor  orphan  girl !  for  you  I 
must  consent  to  live.  The  noble  lord  had  sworn  protection 
to  the  Pilot’s  brother,  and  now  the  wretched  Paul  will 
watch  the  safety  of  the  noble’s  child  ! 

[He  extends  his  hands  over  the  child ,  who  clings  to 
him. — Picture. 

END  OF  ACT  I. 

A  lapse  of  Sixteen  Years  is  supposed  to  have  taken 
place  between  the  First  and  Second  Acts. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. —  The  Interior  of  the  Royal  Standard  Public 
House,  at  Portsmouth,  kept  by  Dame  Wilson — a  door, 

C.  F. 

English  Sailors  discovered  drinking  at  tables,  l.,  with  their 
Lasses  —  Bill  Jones,  with  his  Lass,  seated — Toby 
Toughyarn  seated  at  a  table,  r.,  smoking  his  pipe. 

CHORUS. — Sailors  and  Lasses. 

Come,  bustle,  bustle,  drink  about,  and  merry  let  us  be, 

Our  can  is  full— we’ll  pump  it  out,  then  pipe  all  hands  to  sea. 
Young  ladies  dance  at  school— are  taught  the  minuet  to  tread. 

But  we  go  better  when  we’ve  brought  the  foretack  to  cathead. 

Come  bustle,  &c. 

Bill,  (l.)  Here’s  the  health  of  Lieutenant  Paul,  and 
may  he  have  better  luck  than  Joe  the  Marine,  who  was  so 
absent  in  mind,  that  he  one  day  hung  himself  behind  his 
own  back  instead  of  his  knapsack,  and  never  found  it 
out  till  he  wanted  his  great  coat ! 

Enter  Sampson  Swallow,  l.,  with  a  stick  and  bundle 
across  his  shoulder. 

Sam.  Brave  gentlemen  Neptunes,  excuse  me  taking  the 
liberty  of  inquiring  whether  one  Toby  Toughyarn  is  among 
the  company. 


SCENE  I.]  PAUL  THE  PILOT.  15 

Bill.  That’s  he — the  dignified  gentleman,  with  a  pipe 
in  his  mouth. 

Toby,  (r.)  Why,  nevey  Swallow !  what  brings  you 
here,  young  softpate  ? 

Sam.  [ Crossing  to  r.  c.]  You  see,  uncle,  I’ve  had  a 
domestic  quarrel ;  and,  as  father  threatened  to  turn  me 
out,  I  thought  it  was  better  to  save  him  the  trouble  by 
running  away. 

Toby.  What !  a  nevey  of  mine  run  away  !  Why,  you 
scoundrel !  you’re  the  first  in  the  family  who  ever  ran  away 
from  anything  except  a  gammoning  landshark  of  a  lawyer, 
or  a  woman  in  a  passion.  You’re  as  bad  as  Sambo,  the 
nigger  cook,  who  was  afeard  of  his  own  mug,  because  he 
swore  it  always  looked  so  black  at  him. 

Sam.  Well,  I  never  !  But,  uncle,  you  don’t  know  the 
whole  truth,  or  you’d  say  I  was  in  the  right,  I’m  sure  you 
would. 

Toby.  Come,  let’s  hear  the  whole  of  it,  and  don’t  keep 
us  in  a  state  of  hignorance  like  the  American  savages,  who 
prefer  fresh  seamen  to  pickled  pork,  and  have  half  a  dozen 
wives  at  a  time  for  the  sake  ot  peace  and  quietness. 

Sam.  Fresh  seamen  i  I  thought  the  savages  lived  upon 
fish. 

Toby.  So  they  do,  nevey,  and  precious  large  ones  they 
are_they  are  fish  I  Why,  blow  my  ’bacco-box,  they’re 
as  big  as  elephants,  and  as  sweet  as  sucking-pigs ! 

Sam.  But  how  do  these  great  fish  live,  uncle  ? 

Toby.  Oh,  much  the  same  as  the  large  fish  live  on  land, 
nevey — by  devouring  the  small  ones,  to  be  sure. 

Sam.  (c.)  But  they  don’t  eat  ’em  raw,  do  they,  uncle? 

Toby,  (l.)  In  course  they  don’t.  Lord  love  your  ig¬ 
norance  1  every  fifth  fish  carries  a  kettle  on  his  tail,  and  a 
pepper-box  under  his  larboard  fin,  for  the  sake  of  a  relish. 
But  now  for  this  yarn  of  yours.  [ Sampson  appears  bashful, 
and  avoids  the  Lasses  who  approach  him.]  Why,  what’s 
the  matter  with  the  spooney?  you  don’t  take  ’em  for 

fire-ships,  do  you?  . 

Sam.  No,  uncle,  I  take  ’em  for  mermaids.  Ah !  mine 

is  a  tale  of  the  tender  passion. 

Bill.  (l.  c.)  Tender  passion  1  what  the  devil’s  that? 
I’ve  often  heard  of  the  captain’s  passion,  which  is  tarnation 
tough,  and  shows  itself  in  the  shape  of  a  cat  s-tail ;  but 
as  for  the  tender  passion,  splice  my  pigtail  if  I  can  under¬ 
stand  that  anyhow  ! 

Sam.  Why,  love  is  the  tender  passion. 

b  2 
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Toby.  Ay,  that’s  the  complaint  we  seamen  suffer  from, 
when  we  comes  ashore  arter  a  long  voyage.  A  man  feels 
as  if  he  had  got  a  barrel  of  gunpowder  aboard  his  heart, 
and  a  copper  fire  in  his  locker.  That’s  a  dangerous  disorder, 
indeed.  I  recollect  young  Middy  Peppercoal  had  once  a 
raging  attack  of  it,  so  we  dipped  him  in  salt  water,  and 
kept  him  under  a  whole  half  hour ;  and  when  we  pulled 
him  out,  the  poor  fellow  was  as  dead  as  Greenwich  Hos¬ 
pital. 

Sam.  [ Laughing .]  Ha,  ha,  ha !  his  case  was  rather 
worse  than  mine.  I  fell  in  love  with  the  sarving  maid,  and 
nicely  she  sarved  me  out !  She  had  no  taste  for  the  young 
gentleman,  so  she  complained  of  my  tricks  to  the  old  one. 
He  threatened  to  discharge  me.  “  No  you  won’t,”  says  I, 
“  for  I’ll  cut  my  stick,  and  turn  sailor.”  So,  if  you’ll 
take  me  with  you,  I’m  determined  to  become  a  maritime 
hero. 

Bill.  A  maritime  mopstick !  Why,  you  don’t  know  a 
bowsprit  from  a  marline-spike — a  marine  from  a  powder- 
monkey.  You,  you  loblolly  lout!  what  can  you  do  for  a 
living  ? 

Sam.  Ask  Sarah  the  sarving  maid  ;  she  can  tell  you  what 
I  can  do.  I  can  rob  an  orchard,  play  at  bumble-puppy, 
and  scrape  a  hornpipe  on  the  fiddle. 

Bill.  If  you’re  musically  inclined,  you’ll  do.  So  here’s 
the  health  of  our  new  companion! 

[ Toby  drinks  out  of  a  bottle. 

Sam.  Well,  I  never !  Why,  lauk,  uncle,  how  you  do 
drink  to  be  sure  ! 

Toby.  In  course  I  does.  But  you  see,  nevey,  that’s  no 
fault  of  mine.  My  poor  old  mother,  dear  soul !  weaned 
me  on  salt  fish,  and  I’ve  had  a  raging  thirst  on  me  ever 
since. 

Enter  Mary,  r. 

Mary.  My  friends,  is  all  as  you  would  wish  ? 

Bill.  In  course  it  is  ;  you  always  know  how  to  make  us 
sailors  jolly.  Lord  love  you !  whenever  I  look  at  you,  I 
think  how  you’ve  grown  since  the  time  I  held  you  up  to 
poor  Paul,  when  he  wanted  to  go  to  Davy  Jones’s  locker 
in  search  of  his  brother,  and  how  you  put  out  your  little 
arms,  and  how  he  cried  and  swore  to  protect  you,  and  how 
all  hands  aboard  gave  him  a  cheer,  although  some  of  ’em 
were  Frenchmen,  and  enemies  to  my  country. 
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Mary,  (c.)  May  Heaven  reward  him  !  to  me  he  has 
been  more  than  parent. 

Toby,  (r.)  [Aside.]  Parent ! — ahem  !  If  I’m  a  judge 
of  them  ere  ticklish  consarns  called  feelings,  Paul  would 
rather  be  her  mate  for  life  than  parent  of  all  the 
powdered-headed  admirals  in  his  majesty’s  sarvice. 

Sam.  (r.  c.)  Lauk,  uncle !  why,  Mary  can’t  want  a 
mate,  surely. 

Toby.  Don’t  she?  Then  give  me  a  broadside  she’s  no 
true  woman  !  I  never  knew  one  who  didn’t  manage  to  get 
into  commission  some  how  or  other.  Lord  love  your  ig¬ 
norance  !  there  was  old  Polly  Bigamy  of  Portsmouth — she 
married  three  husbands  in  one  week,  and  the  two  first  made 
the  last  bridegroom  a  present  of  a  very  handsome  ’bacco- 
box  for  taking  her  off  their  hands. 

Sam.  You  don’t  say  so  ! 

Toby.  The  last  was  a  man  of  something  like  common 
sense ;  so  he  bolted  the  day  after  the  wedding,  and  was 
never  heard  of  afterwards. 

Enter  Johnson,  l. 

John.  Come,  my  lads,  look  alive;  you  had  better  be 
attending  to  your  duty  on  board,  than  lounging  here. — 
[ Exeunt  Sailors,  R.,  and  Lasses,  c.  d.  f.]  Good  day,  my 
lass.  Tell  Dame  Wilson  that  Mark  Johnson  wants  to  speak 
to  her. 

Mary.  I  will  bring  her  to  you  directly.  [Exit,  r. 

John.  Hollo  !  who  have  we  here  ? 

Toby.  A  nevey  of  mine,  who  wants  to  sarve  his  ma¬ 
jesty. 

John.  Send  him  aboard,  then ;  we’ll  find  him  some¬ 
thing  to  do,  I  warrant  you. 

Toby.  Yes,  he’s  got  lots  to  larn.  When  I  have  taught 
him  to  splice  a  rope,  box  the  compass,  reef  the  topsails, 
heave  the  lead,  parbuckle  a  cask,  and  drink  a  double  al¬ 
lowance  of  grog,  he’ll  be  as  natty  a  fellow  as  any  fore  or  aft. 

Sam.  Well,  I  never  !  Lord,  uncle,  it  will  take  me  a 
twelvemonth  to  learn  the  names - 

Toby.  Come,  sheer  off ;  get  some  proper  rigging,  and 
then  go  aboard  to  your  messmates,  I  don’t  like  to  see  a 
nevey  of  mine  in  such  an  unchristian-like  pair  of  breeches. 

Sam.  [Crossing  to  Johnson.']  Good  by,  old  copper  pot! 

John.  What  ? 

Sam.  Well,  then,  copper  kettle,  if  you  like  that  better. 
I’m  off,  uncle  ;  and  if  I  don’t  astonish  some  of  them  ig- 

n  3 


18 


PAUL  THE  PILOT. 


[ACT  II. 

norant  sailors  with  a  little  of  my  learning,  say  I’m  a  fool, 
and  know  nothing  of  bumble-puppy.  [Exit,  L. 

John.  That’s  a  nice  girl  enough,  Toby ;  she’d  make  a 
good  sort  of  a  wife,  I’m  thinking. 

Toby.  Why,  yes,  master  boatswain,  she’s  a  tight  built 
craft  enough,  and  carries  a  good  figure-head.  I  wonder 
she  hasn’t  been  put  into  commission  before  this. 

John.  Between  ourselves,  Toby,  I’ve  determined  to  have 
the  girl  myself ;  and  as  I  have  not  much  time  to  spare,  I 
intend  telling  Dame  Wilson  so  at  once. 

Toby.  What  !  you  marry  Mary  ! — Marry  your  granny  ! 
Why,  you  don’t  think  as  how  she’d  strike  her  colours  to 
such  a  black-looking  pirate  as  you !  I  should  as  soon  ex¬ 
pect  to  see  a  pig  dance  a  hornpipe,  or  old  Admiral  Tim- 
bertoe  come  the  double-shuffle. 

John.  You  may  be  mistaken,  Toby  :  my  mind’s  made 
up,  and  if  she  won’t  have  me,  it  shall  be  the  worst  day’s 
work  she  ever  did  in  her  life. 

Toby.  Avast  there,  old  tar !  If  the  young  woman 
doesn’t  like  the  cut  of  your  mug,  why  should  you  be  angry 
with  her  ?  There’s  no  accounting  for  taste :  I’ve  been 
thought  very  good-looking  myself  by  some  of  ’em.  Lord 
love  you !  only  last  night  Bess  Blarney  swore  I  was  the 
handsomest  fellow  in  the  sarvice,  because  I  gived  her  a  new 
red  gownd,  and  two  yards  of  bright  blue  ribbon. 

Enter  Dame  Wilson  and  Mary,  r. 

Dame,  (r.)  Ah,  Toughyarn  !  I’m  glad  to  see  you  here. 
Now,  Master  Johnson,  what  are  your  commands  with 
Dame  Wilson  ? 

John,  (c.)  Why,  you  see,  dame,  I  have  had  a  project 
in  my  head  for  some  days  past,  and  as  I’m  about  to  start 
on  a  long  voyage,  I  think  it  right  to  let  you  know  it,  es¬ 
pecially  as  it  concerns  you  and  the  pretty  Mary  there. 

Mary.  (r.  c.)  Me  !  [Aside.']  What  can  he  mean  ? 

John.  You  see,  dame,  I’m  a  very  plain  man. 

Toby,  (l.)  Blow  me  if  that  arn’t  the  truest  word  you’ve 
said  for  many  a  day  ! 

John.  Toughyarn,  do  you  hear  me  ? 

Toby.  Yes,  and  see  you  too.  Lord  love  your  heart ! 
what’s  the  good  of  being  vexed  because  you  are  so  precious 
ugly  ?  You’re  none  the  worse  for  that,  if  you’d  only  be  a 
little  better  tempered. 

John.  Hear  me,  dame.  Your  son  Paul  has  been  made 
a  lieutenant,  but  yet  he  is  poor  ;  and  this  public- house  of 
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yours  doesn’t  answer  very  well.  Now,  you  see,  I’ve  saved 
some  prize-money,  got  a  good  berth,  and - - 

Dame.  (r.  c.)  Well,  sir,  proceed. 

John.  I  should  like  to  take  Mary  off  your  hands,  and 
make  her  my  wife. 

Mary.  (r.  c.)  That  can  never  be.  [ Clinging  to  Dame 
Wilson .]  Protect  me,  my  more  than  mother  ! 

John.  Dame,  I  wait  your  answer. 

Toby,  (r.)  Between  ourselves,  Master  Boatswain,  I  think 
you’ll  have  to  wait  a  confounded  long  time  before  you  get 
one  to  suit  you. 

John.  (l.  c.)  Silence  ! 

Dame.  Hear  me,  Johnson.  I  am  old,  and  have  not 
strength  to  say  much.  ’Tis  true,  you  are  reported  to  be 
rich,  but  you  are  disliked  by  all  your  messmates.  The 
cause  of  this  I  neither  know,  nor  wish  to  learn.  One 
thing  I  cannot  forget.  [ Turning  to  Mary.']  You,  Mary — 
you  know  my  thoughts  ;  speak  for  me  to  this  cruel  man. 

Mary.  The  subject  is  never  absent  from  her  mind  :  her 
youngest — her  most  cherished  boy,  received  his  death 
through  you. 

Dame.  Yes,  Mary,  he  was  the  murderer  of  my  son, 
and  yet  dares  ask  from  me  the  being  who  now  supplies  his 
place  in  my  affections.  Johnson,  take  my  answer  :  Mary 
is  already  promised. 

Omnes.  Promised ! 

Dame.  Yes  ;  and  soon,  I  trust,  will  be  united  to  a  brave 
and  honest  man. 

Toby.  A  brave  and  honest  man  !  [To  Johnson.]  I  say, 
old  fellow,  that  can’t  mean  you,  at  any  rate  !  Shiver  my 
timbers,  if  it  arn’t  her  own  son  Paul ! 

John.  [Aside.]  Paul !  yes — it  must  be  so  ;  but  I  will 
be  revenged !  I  know  the  captain  hates  him :  some 
trumped-up  charge  will  soon  work  his  ruin,  [Aloud.]  — 
Farewell,  Dame  Wilson ;  some  day  you  may  repent  this 
conduct.  Come,  Toby,  follow  me  to  the  ship.  [Exit,  l. 

Toby.  Ay,  ay,  Master  Johnson,  I’ll  be  alongside  you 
afore  you  can  cry  Anthony  !  Well,  blow  my  ’bacca,  the 
boatsvvain  has  napped  a  broadside  this  time,  and  no  gam¬ 
mon  1  [Exit,  l. 

Dame,  (l.)  Alas  !  I  fear  I’ve  said  too  much ;  but  the 
sight  of  that  detested  monster  arouses  all  my  hatred. 

Mary,  (r.)  Cheer  up,  kind  friend,  and  banish  him  from 
your  thoughts.  So  happy  as  you  were  this  morning,  too  ! 

Dame.  And  had  I  not  sufficient  cause  ? — Does  not  Paul 
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return  to-day  to  bid  farewell,  and  claim  his  mother’s  bles¬ 
sing  for  his  coming  voyage  ?  Shall  I  not  see  him  once 
again,  and  clasp  him  to  this  anxious  breast  ? 

Mary.  I  long  to  see  him,  too  ;  his  tender  care — his 
generous  kindness,  makes  me  love  him  as  a  brother. 

Dame.  A  brother,  say  you  ?  Paul  would  prefer  ano¬ 
ther  title. 

Mary.  What  means  my  dear  old  friend  ?  I  cannot  un¬ 
derstand  you. 

Dame.  Nothing,  my  child — nothing.  [Aside.]  Poor 
Paul  has  made  me  promise  not  to  mention  his  design  till 
he  arrives,  and  I  must  keep  my  word. 

Mary.  [Aside.]  What  can  she  mean  by  all  this  mys¬ 
tery  ?  [Aloud.]  May  your  grateful  Mary  ask  but  a  single 
question  ? 

Dame.  What  is  it,  child  ? 

Mary.  You  told  that  man,  in  answer  to  his  question, 
that  I  was  already  promised. 

Dame.  [Confused.]  Did  I  say — promised? 

Mary.  Yes,  you  did,  indeed  ;  and,  more  than  that,  you 
said  that  I  should  shortly  be  the  wife  of  one  who  was  both 
brave  and  honest. 

Dame.  Did  I,  indeed  ?  Then  I  was  very  wrong. 

Mary.  [Coaxingly.]  Come,  now,  I’m  sure  you’ll  tell 
me.  [The  Dame  turns  away  her  head.]  You're  smiling 
now — I  know  you  cannot  well  refuse  me.  [Kissing  her.] 
Now,  then,  I’m  all  attention. 

Dame.  You  are  right— 1  can  refuse  you  nothing.  You 
must  know,  my  dear,  that  Paul,  in  his  last  letter,  said  that 
he  intended  to  present  you  with  a  husband. 

Mary.  [Eagerly.]  A  husband  !  and  doubtless  he  has 
told  you  who  he  is  ? 

Dame.  Yes,  he  has,  indeed. 

Mary.  Perhaps  a  sailor  ? 

Dame.  There,  child,  you’re  right  again.  He  is  a  sailor, 
and  a  lieutenant  in  the  service. 

Mary.  Like  Paul  himself  ? 

Dame.  Exactly — just  like  Paul. 

Mary.  And  is  he  young  ? 

Dame.  Why,  yes,  he  is.  [Aside.]  Two-and-forty  is  not 
very  old. 

Mary.  Answer  me  but  one  more  question  :  when  will 
he  be  here  ? 

Dame.  I  expect  him  every  minute. 

Mary.  You  forget,  good  mother,  that  we  have  but  one 
apartment,  which  is  reserved  for  Paul. 
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Dame.  Oh,  Paul  will  not  mind  him — they  are  the  best 
friends  in  the  world — {Laughing .] — ha  1  ha!  ha! — they 
will  not  quarrel,  never  fear — ha  !  ha  !  {Exit,  R. 

Mary.  {Musing.]  He  is  a  sailor,  then,  and  1  have 
learned  to  honour  the  profession  from  my  childhood  ! — 
He  must  be  brave,  or,  at  his  age,  he  could  not  have  ob¬ 
tained  so  high  a  rank  ;  —  a  friend,  too,  of  my  benefactor 
Paul — he  must  be  good :  that  noble-minded  man  would 
not  have  chosen  one  whose  heart  was  bad.  Yes,  for 
Paul’s  sake,  I  ought  to  love  him,  and  be  proud  to  be  his 
wife. 

Enter  Lieutenant  Howard,  d.  f. 

How.  (l.)  The  Royal  Standard  ! — This,  then,  is  my 
place  of  destination.  {To  Mary.]  My  pretty  damsel,  are 
not  the  crew  of  the  Raven  stopping  here  ? 

Mary.  {Aside,  r.]  This,  then,  is  he  ! — How  noble  is 
his  bearing  !  {Aloud.]  Your  pardon,  sir  !  {Confused.]  I — 
I — yes,  sir,  you  are  right — this  is  the  place  ! 

How.  Then  you  expected  me,  of  course  ? 

Mary.  Yes,  sir,  I  heard — that  is,  my  mother  heard, 
that  you  were  coming.  Did  you  arrive  with  Paul  ? 

How.  Paul! — Oh!  Lieutenant  Wilson.  Yes,  I  jour¬ 
neyed  hither  with  him,  and  on  our  road  we  had  a  conver¬ 
sation,  which  I  assure  you  I  shall  long  remember. 

Mary.  {Aside.]  This,  then,  is  my  future  husband ! 

How.  {Aside.]  I’faith,  he’s  a  strange  fellow,  that  Paul ; 
and  if  our  journey  had  lasted  much  longer,  we  should  cer¬ 
tainly  have  cut  one  another’s  throats.  This  girl’s  manner 
appears  very  strange  !  How  can  I  have  caused  so  much 
confusion  ? 

Mary.  {Going.]  I  cannot  bear  his  gaze — each  moment 
adds  to  my  embarrassment. 

How.  {Stopping  her.]  One  instant,  if  you  please — you 
would  not  surely  leave  a  stranger  here  alone  ? 

Mary.  Your  pardon,  sir  ;  I  go  to  tell  my  mother  of  your 
arrival. 

How.  Come,  come,  my  pretty  charmer,  there’s  no  need 
of  that ;  for,  on  the  word  of  a  sailor,  I  should  prefer  your 
lovely  presence  to  that  of  all  the  mothers  in  the  universe. 

{Offering  to  take  her  hand. 

Mary.  Sir ! 

How.  [Aside.]  I’m  on  the  wrong  tack  here,  I  see.— 
{To  Mary.]  Excuse  me,  damsel;  we  sailors  are  rather 
rough  in  our  manners,  but  we  mean  no  harm.  Will  you 
direct  me  to  a  chamber  ? 
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Mary.  [ Pointiny  r.]  That  is  the  one  prepared  for  you. 
How.  Prepared  for  me  !  [Aside.-]  I  don’t  exactly  un¬ 
derstand  all  this  ;  but  she’s  a  charming  creature,  and  a 
good  seaman  always  obeys  his  captain’s  orders. 

[Exit  into  a  chamber ,  r.  s.  e. 


Re-enter  Dame  Wilson,  r. 

Mary.  Oh,  mother  !  I  have  seen  him — he  is  come  ! 

Dame.  Seen  him !  why  the  girl  is  surely  mad  !  Seen 
whom  ? 

Mary.  My  intended  husband. 

Dame.  What !  has  he  then  returned,  and  not  yet  em¬ 
braced  his  mother  ? 

Mary.  [Aside,  surprised.]  Returned  !  his  mother  !  — 
What  strange  mistake  is  this  !  [Huzzas  without. 

Dame.  You’re  right — he  is  returned — he  comes  to  visit 
his  old  mother’s  home,  surrounded  by  his  faithful  crew. 


Shouts. — Enter  Paul  Wilson,  c.  d.  f.,  followed  by 
Toby  To  ugh  yarn  and  Sailors. 

Paul,  my  son,  receive  your  mother’s  blessing  ! 

Mary.  [Aside.]  Paul!  —  Good  heavens!  what  fatal 
error  have  I  now  committed  ? 

Paul.  My  dearest  mother  !  my  old  companions,  too  ! 
and  you,  dear  Mary,  welcome  to  my  arms  !  But  why  this 
altered  manner — this  strange  silence  ?  Is  it  thus  that  you 
receive  a  friend  ? 

Dame.  Son,  you  speak  to  Mary  as  if  you  had  not  seen 
her  till  this  instant. 

Mary.  Silence,  dear  mother  ! 

Paul.  Nor  have  I,  on  my  word.  Explain  yourself.  I 
have  but  just  arrived — have  spoken  only  to  one  person 
since  I  came  from  London. 

Dame.  And  pray,  son,  who  was  that  ? 

Paul.  A  naval  officer  with  whom  I  journeyed — a  mere 
boy,  to  whom  court  favour  gives  the  right  of  stepping  over 
older  heads,  and  the  command  of  those  much  more  de¬ 
serving  than  himself.  When  I  considered  that  this 
cause  alone  had  lost  my  country  honours — battles — lives 
I  scarcely  could  conceal  my  anger.  An  argument  arose 
between  us :  possessing  all  the  pride  of  birth,  his  language 
was  most  haughty  ;-I  could  not  brook  the  youngster’s 
bearing  ;  m  short,  we  quarrelled,  and  parted  foes. 

Re-enter  Lieutenant  Howard,  r.  s.  e. 

tf“ry'  iA‘iie' R']  Ah !  ’tis  he’ and  at  such  a  time  as 
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Dame.  (l.  c.)  Mary,  what  does  this  mean  ?  who  is  that 
officer  ? 

Mary.  Don’t  ask  me,  mother,  [-46'ide.]  Alas  1  I  shall 
go  mad  !  [Retires  up. 

Paul,  (c.)  [2’o  Howard.']  You  here,  sir! 

Toby.  (l.  c.)  That  must  be  Paul’s  man-milliner.  Shiver 
my  topsails  !  he’s  not  so  ill-looking,  however,  as  old  Boco, 
whose  nob  sent  a  shark  into  hysterics.  When  he  comes 
to  lose  a  leg  or  an  arm  in  the  sarvice,  he’ll  be  a  decent 
fellow  enough.  Here,  boys,  let  us  have  another  cheer  for 
Lieutenant  Paul,  and  confusion  to  all  interlopers ! 

[The  Sailors  shout,  and  turn  their  backs  on  Howard. 

How.  (r.)  I  always  thought  till  now  that  the  uniform 
I  wear  would  have  commanded  the  good  feeling  of  my 
messmates;  but  ’ tis  not  so.  I  will  therefore  take  my 
leave  : — thanks  to  my  brother  officer,  this  is  no  place 
for  me. 

Paul.  I  fear  the  humble  men  by  whom  I  am  sur¬ 
rounded  are  not  fit  company  for  you  ;  to  me  they  are  most 
dear — with  them  I  have  shared  my  dangers — by  their  as¬ 
sistance  have  I  gained  my  country’s  thanks.  ’Tis  true, 
we  both  have  epaulettes  alike  :  yours  are  new  and  bright — 
they  dazzle  the  eyes,  and  glisten  in  the  sun  ;  whilst  mine 
are  tarnished  with  the  foeman’s  blood,  and,  like  their 
owner,  rather  worse  for  active  service. 

Toby.  Bravo,  Paul !  Splice  my  pigtail,  if  he  don’t 
speak  like  an  angel  in  boots  ! 

How.  1  understand  your  taunt :  at  some  future  time  I 
may,  perhaps,  reply. 

Paul.  Like  these  faithful  friends,  I  am  of  humble  birth 
— have  gained  my  rank  by  twenty  years’  hard  service  :  to 
birth  alone  are  you  indebted  for  your  honours — your  prize 
was  won  by  bows  and  fawnings  in  the  English  court  ; 
mine  in  the  Frenchman’s  ship — harder  service,  and  not 
quite  so  safe  ! 

How.  I  have  gained  my  rank  through  favour  of  my 
king  ;  and  Pleaven  grant  that  I  may  one  day  be  able  to  re¬ 
pay  his  kindness  !  [27o  the  Dame.]  Madam,  farewell  ! — 
This  haughty  man  shall  soon  confess  his  error.  [Exit,  d.f. 

Paul.  [About  to  follow .]  He  shall  not  thus  escape  me  ; 
I  will  follow,  and  bring  this  quarrel  to  an  end. 

Mary.  [Detaining  him.]  Paul,  I  conjure  thee,  stay — 
for  my  sake — for  your  mother’s  ! 

[Music. —  They  embrace.  —  Exeunt  Sailors,  d.f., 
Paul ,  Dame  Wilson ,  and  Mary,  u.  s.  e. 
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SCENE  II.  —  Exterior  of  the  Royal  Standard — Ports - 

mouth  Harbour ,  with  Shipping,  in  the  background . 

Enter  Toby  Todghyarn,  singing,  and  Sampson  Swal¬ 
low,  in  great  disorder,  r. 

Sam.  Oh  !  uncle  Toby — well,  I  never  ! 

Toby.  What’s  the  matter,  nevey  ?  You  look  as  much 
disordered  as  old  Nick  in  a  gale  of  wind. 

Sam.  And  so  I  am  disordered,  uncle  ;  and  I  think  I’ve 
had  gales  enough  to  last  me  my  lifetime. 

Toby.  Psha !  nonsense !  you  haven’t  seen  any  thing 
like  a  gale  yet.  Why,  lord  love  your  innocence !  I  re¬ 
member  one — that  ivas  a  gale  !  —  it  was  in  the  Specific 
Ocean  ; — shiver  my  timbers,  if  it  didn’t  take  four  men 
to  hold  the  captain’s  hat  on ;  and  poor  old  Frosty  Nob, 
the  mate,  took  off  his  by  mistake,  and  he  has  been  bald 
ever  since. 

Sam.  I  shouldn’t  care  if  all  the  navy  were  bald,  so  that 
I  was  safe  out  of  their  reach  —  they’re  a  bad  set!  I 
went  on  board,  as  you  told  me,  uncle,  and  I  asked  the 
first  man  I  met  what  I  was  to  do ;  and  he  told  me  to 
go  to  the  purser’s  steward,  and  get  my  mouth  measured 
for  a  spoon. 

Toby.  Well,  and  you  were  fool  enough  to  go  ? 

Sam.  Yes,  uncle,  I  went  to  him,  and  he  sent  me  to  the 
boatswain’s  yeoman,  and  he  told  me  to  go  to  the  cook’s 
mate’s  minister. 

Toby.  And  where  did  he  tell  you  to  go  ? 

Sam.  Why,  let  me  see — he  told  me  to  go  where  Joe 
the  marine  was  buried ;  and  I  said  I  didn’t  know  who 
Joe  was. 

Toby.  Not  know  Joe!  Why,  you’re  as  ignorant  as 
a  hippopotamus !  Joe  was  the  finest  fellow  in  the  sar^ 
vice ;  he  stood  seven  feet  high,  could  sit  down  on  his  pig¬ 
tail,  and  every  hair  in  his  head  would  sarve  you  for  a 
tooth-pick. 

Sam.  Well,  I  never !  They  next  asked  me  if  I  liked 
salt  eel  for  supper.  I  wanted  to  be  civil,  so  I  said  yes  ; 
and  then  they  all  set  upon  me  in  the  dark,  and  gave  me 
such  a  confounded  whacking,  that  I  scarcely  know  whether 
my  unfortunate  body  is  a  mass  of  mummyism,  or  a  con¬ 
centrated  collection  of  calves’ -foot  jelly. 

Toby.  Oh,  never  mind  such  trifles,  nevey ;  it  was  only 
their  fun. 
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Sam .  Excuse  me,  uncle  ;  such  trifles  may  be  very  funny 
for  a  sailor,  but  to  me  they’re  extremely  unpleasant. 

Toby.  Go  and  get  a  glass  of  grog,  and  if  that  don’t 
make  you  all  right,  say  I  know  nothing  about  hanatomy. 

Sam.  I’ll  take  your  advice,  uncle  ;  but  if  I  once  ma¬ 
nage  to  get  home  again,  damn  all  sailoring,  and  such  like 
funny  trifles  !  [Exit,  L. 

Toby.  Splice  my  pigtail !  if  the  lad  begins  to  swear, 
there’s  some  hope  of  him.  He’s  very  much  like  a  bad 
glass  of  grog  at  present — he  wants  less  of  the  pump,  and 
more  of  the  spirit.  Well,  thank  my  stars,  we  shall  soon 
sheer  oft'  from  this  confounded  land,  where  a  seaman  has 
nothing  to  do  but  swill  grog,  suck  ’bacco  pipes,  and  chant 
staves,  from  morning  till  night. 

NAUTICAL  MEDLEY  and  HORNPIPE  ( introduced .) 

Enter  Johnson,  r. 

Toby.  What,  Master  Johnson,  is  that  you? 

John.  Toby,  I’ve  been  to  see  the  captain,  [Aside.']  and 
have  raised  a  storm  for  master  Paul,  which  is  very  likely 
to  sink  him.  [Aloud.]  But  where’s  Mary  ?  I  want  to  have 
a  few  words  with  her. 

Toby.  Avast  there  ;  it’s  no  use  steering  for  that  port,  I 
can  tell  you.  I  saw  the  signals  that  passed  between  her 
and  the  young  lieutenant ;  and  if  she  arn’t  a  hankering 
arter  him,  say  I  don’t  know  a  mainmast  from  a  monkey’s 
tail. 

John.  I’ve  given  up  all  thoughts  of  her ;  I’ve  been 
thinking  the  matter  over,  and  it  strikes  me  that  she  ought 
to  marry  Paul. 

Toby.  ‘[Offering  his  hand.]  Tip  us  your  fin,  Master 
Johnson  ;  you’re  a  better  fellow  than  I  thought  you,  and  I 
arn’t  afeard  to  say  so.  But,  see,  here’s  Mary  bearing 
down  upon  us. 

Enter  Mary,  r.  s.  e. 

I  say,  Miss  Mary,  you’ll  excuse  me,  but  you  don’t  look 
so  trim  as  usual  —  that  is,  you  don’t  show  no  colours, 
somehow. 

Mary.  How  can  you  expect  it,  Toby  ?  Within  an  hour 
I  shall  lose  my  dearest  friend. 

John.  You  mean  Paul,  I  suppose ;  but  he  thinks  you 
don’t  care  a  button  about  him. 

Mary.  Can  he  really  think  so  basely  of  me  ?  Did  he 
not  save  my  life  ?  has  he  not  watched  my  infancy  with 
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tender  care,  and  been  to  me  a  parent  and  a  brother  ? — 
Does  he  believe  me  void  of  gratitude — of  love  ?  How  can 
I  prove  the  truth  of  my  affection  ? 

John.  Paul  observed  the  manner  of  Lieutenant  Howard, 
and  his  jealousy  is  aroused. 

Mary.  Toughyarn,  you  have  been  a  faithful  friend — say, 
what  should  be  done  ? 

Toby.  You  see,  miss,  I’m  only  a  plain  sailor,  and  never 
does  anything  but  obey  orders  ;  but  Master  Johnson  here 
is  used  to  direct  other  people,  and  I  dare  say  he’ll  tell  you. 

Mary.  Speak,  Johnson — what  is  your  advice  ? 

John.  That  you  should  follow  Paul  to  the  Raven,  and 
place  yourself  under  his  protection. 

Mary.  How!  under  his  protection  ! 

John.  What  need  you  fear  ? — Haven’t  you  always  been 
under  his  care  ?  and  wouldn’t  you  be  as  safe  on  board  as 
you  are  here  ? 

Mary.  I  believe  you  are  right ;  he  comes  this  way,  and 
I  will  prove  to  him  that  he  has  been  deceived. 

Toby.  [To  Johnson .]  Let  us  leave  them  alone  ;  we  shall 
only  be  in  the  way  of  the  grapplings.  But  what  the  devil 
makes  you  take  such  an  interest  in  this  business  ? 

John.  That’s  but  of  little  consequence  to  you,  Toby. 
[Aside.~]  Let  me  once  get  her  on  board,  and  I  am  satis¬ 
fied  !  [Exeunt  Johnson  and  Toughyarn ,  r. 

Enter  Paul  Wilson,  r.  s.  e. 

Paul.  I  sought  you,  Mary,  to  take  a  last  embrace,  and 
bid  you  farewell. 

Mary.  May  honour  and  success  attend  you,  Paul !  You 
leave  behind  you  many  anxious  hearts. 

Paul.  I  do.  My  mother’s  health,  too,  is  declining  fast. 
When  I’m  away,  you  are  her  only  comfort ;  watch  over 
her,  and  be  her  happiness  your  only  care. 

Mary.  You  surely  do  not — cannot  doubt  me,  Paul? 

Paul.  Believe  me,  Mary,  I  love  you  much  too  well. — 
But  hear  me  further.  The  chance  of  war  to  all  is  most 
uncertain,  and  should  I  fall - 

Mary.  I  cannot  bear  this  doubt — I  feel  that  I  must 
speak,  in  spite  of  every  custom  of  the  world.  Listen, 
Paul ;  and  though  you  may  think  me  bold,  you  shall  not 
find  me  false.  You  suspect  my  love,  and  think  that  I  can 
forget  the  past.  I  have  been  told  that  you  would  have 
my  hand :  if  this  is  truth,  take  that  which  was  yours 
before. 
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Paul.  Do  I  dream,  or  do  my  ears  deceive  me  ? 

Mary.  You  were  the  saviour  of  ray  life — of  all  your 
wishes  I  should  be  the  slave  :  one  word — one  sign,  and  I 
am  prepared  to  share  your  perils  in  a  distant  sea.  What ! 
do  you  doubt  me  still?  [Embracing. ]  Nay,  then,  let  this 
convince  you. 

Paul.  My  much-loved  Mary  !  this  is  indeed  to  me  a 
happy  hour ;  but  I  must  not  sacrifice  your  safety  to  selfish 
notions  ;  — the  promise  you  have  given  is  enough  to  make 
me  happy.  Forget  not,  Mary — you  are  my  betrothed  ! — 
With  this  embrace,  I  bid  you  now  farewell !  [Exit,  L. 

Mary.  Noble-minded  man  1  he  loves  me,  and  I  must 
be  his  bride.  Alas  1  I  fear  my  heart  is  little  suited  for 
the  office.  But  why  should  I  regret  ?  My  duty  calls  me 
to  this  sacrifice — his  happiness  should  be  my  only  study. 

Re-enter  Johnson  and  Toby  Toughyakn,  r. 

Toby.  Well,  Miss  Mary,  have  you  got  the  good  ship 
Paul  in  tow  at  last  ?  brought  him  alongside,  and  made  him 
strike  his  colours  ? 

Mary.  [To  Johnson. J  I  followed  your  advice,  but  Paul 
refused. 

John.  And  very  properly,  too.  He  does  not  want  you 
to  find  out  that  he  is  jealous  ;  but  still  he  wishes  you  to 
go — nay>  he  told  me  so  himself.  If  you  were  once  on 
board  without  his  knowledge,  he  would  be  content. 

Toby.  Ay,  that  he  would.  I’ve  often  heard  him  say 
just  afore  an  engagement,  how  he  longed  to  have  one  look 
of  the  pretty  Mary,  just  to  give  him  courage.  Blow  my 
’bacco-box,  if  there’s  anything  like  a  petticoat  for  giving 
a  man  courage,  after  all ! 

Mary.  If  I  thought  he  really  wished  it,  I  would  take 
this  step. 

John.  If  you  really  love  him,  you  will  go  at  once  ; — 
friend  Toby  here  will  see  you  safe  on  board. 

Toby.  Ay,  that  I  will,  and  take  as  much  care  of  you  as 
if  you  were  a  merchantman  crammed  full  of  cinnamon  and 
nutmegs. 

Mary.  My  duty  leads  me  to  follow  this  advice.  Wait 
one  moment  for  my  letter.  [Exit  into  the  house,  r. 

John.  [Aside.']  She’s  mine  at  last ! 

Re-enter  Mary,  r.,  with  a  letter. 

Mary.  [Giving  the  letter  to  Johnson.]  This  to  Dame 
Wilson.  Now,  then,  for  the  ship  ! 
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Toby.  Here’s  a  prize  for  Master  Paul !  Copper  my 
bottom,  if  I  don’t  float  in  grog  for  a  fortnight ! 

[Exeunt  Mary  and  Toby ,  l. 

John.  Thus  far  my  plan  succeeds.  If  the  captain 
should  dismiss  Lieutenant  Paul — and,  from  the  charges  I 
have  brought  against  him,  there’s  no  doubt  he  will — once 
out  at  sea,  Mary  must  be  mine.  They  come  this  way  ; 
now  to  learn  my  fate  ! 

Enter  Captain  Transom,  l.  u.  e.,  followed  by  Paul 

and  Dame  Wilson,  Lieutenant  Howard,  Midship¬ 
men,  Sailors,  &fc. 

Cap.  T.  (l.)  Summon  all  hands  on  board — get  under 
weigh. 

Paul.  [Crossmg  to  l.]  I  will  go,  captain,  and  give  the 
necessary  orders. 

Cap.  T.  [To  Paul.']  Remain  one  moment.  [Giving  a 
paper.]  Lieutenant  Howard,  read  this  paper. 

How.  [Reading,  r.]  “  By  order  of  the  admiral,  Lieu¬ 
tenant  Wilson  is  this  day  dismissed  from  active  service.' 1 

Paul.  How  !  disgraced  ! — Alas,  my  mother  ! 

Dame.  (l.  c.)  Cheer  up,  my  son  ;  some  villain  has  ac¬ 
cused  you  falsely. 

Paul.  Silence,  good  mother  !  [Pointing  to  Howard.] 
Pull  well  I  know  to  whom  I  am  indebted. 

Cap.  T.  [To  Howard.]  Proceed,  sir. 

How.  [Reading.]  “  And  Arthur  Howard  is  appointed 
to  succeed  him  as  the  First  Lieutenant  of  his  majesty's 
ship  Raven."  [Aside.]  What  stroke  of  fortune  is  this  ?— 
Poor  Wilson  !  he  will  indeed  have  cause  to  hate  me  now. 

Cap.  T.  Come,  gentlemen,  to  the  beach. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Paul,  Dame  Wilson,  and  Johnson,  l. 

John.  [Aside.]  My  plot  has  failed.  The  captain  pro¬ 
mised  that  I  should  succeed  Paul,  but  Howard  gains  the 
berth,  and  with  it  the  girl,  if  I  don’t  thwart  him.  One 
plan  yet  remains. 

Paul.  Come,  mother,  do  not  grieve  ;  you  will  not  have 
to  mourn  my  absence  now. 

Dame.  Alas,  my  son  !  my  heart’s  too  full  to  speak  ; — I 
know  your  sense  of  honour - 

Paul.  Nay,  you  are  wrong.  I  will  remain  with  you, 
and  Mary  shall  console  me  for  the  frowns  of  fate.  But 
what  has  caused  her  absence  ?  She  should  have  been  here 
at  such  a  time  as  this. 

John.  [Hesitatingly.]  Mary — is  gone - 
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Paul.  Gone  !  whither  ? 

John.  To  the  vessel  which  contains  your  rival — she  has 
fled  to  him — she  loves - 

Paul.  Whom  mean  you,  Johnson  ? 

John.  Your  rival,  Howard — he  has  robbed  you  of  your 
berth  and  your  mistress. 

Paul.  [Seizing  him.]  Liar!  fiend!  [Throwing  him  to 
the  ground.]  Thus  I  reward  your  base  imposture  ! 

John.  Softly,  Master  Wilson ;  you  are  excited,  and  1 
feel  for  you  ;  but  perhaps  you  will  believe  this  letter. 

Paul.  A  letter  !  and  addressed  to  you,  mother. 

Dame.  To  me  ! — Read  it  aloud,  Paul. 

Paul.  [Reading.]  “  Adieu,  my  dearest  friend  !  —  For¬ 
give  me  this  imprudent  step ;  but  I  have  followed  one  whom 
I  am  bound  to  love. — Mary.”  Gone,  and  with  another! 
Why  do  1  stand  idle  here,  when  my  injuries  call  loudly 
for  vengeance  ? 

Dame.  Patience,  my  son — be  calm  ! 

Paul.  Am  I  not  so?  calm  as  a  man  can  be  under  a  load 
of  injuries  like  mine  !  Good  mother,  you  are  old — your 
passions  are  mellowed  down  by  time  ;  you  know  not  what 
it  is  to  find  the  being,  on  whom  you  have  placed  the  whole 
affections  of  your  heart,  perjured  and  false  ! 

Dame.  She  is  unworthy  of  your  thoughts. 

Paul.  I  loved  that  girl — loved  her  with  a  passion  as 
strong  as  it  was  true  ; — would  have  died  to  serve  her — lived 
but  to  make  her  happy.  I  have  been  her  protector — her 
slave,  and  how  am  I  rewarded?  [A  gun  fired  without. 

John.  That  must  be  the  signal  for  sailing.  I  must 
away  to  the  ship.  [Exit,  l. 

Paul.  I  cannot  linger  here.  Mother,  farewell !  1  follow 
to  the  vessel. 

Dame.  Stay,  I  conjure  you  ! — Why  will  you  venture 
•  there  ? 

Paul.  To  seek  my  rival — meet  him  face  to  face,  and 
pay  the  tribute  due  to  treachery  and  fraud ! 

[Exeunt,  Paul  l.,  Dame  Wilson  into  the  house. 

[Diorama  of  the  departure  of  the  Raven  from  Ports¬ 
mouth  Harbour — a  Mechanical  Vessel,  fully  built 
and  rigged,  lacks  about,  and  ultimately  sails  of, 
l.  u.  e. — the  Diorama  works  on,  and  discovers  the 
main  ocean  by  sunset. 

END  OF  ACT  II. 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. — The  Deck  of  the  Raven — Moonlight. 

Toby  Toughyarn  and  Johnson  discovered. 

John.  [, Slapping  Toby  on  the  shoulder .]  Hollo,  Tough- 
yarn  1  what  the  devil’s  the  matter?  You  don’t  seem  half 
so  blithe  as  you  used  to  be. 

Toby.  (r.  c.)  Right,  master  Johnson;  I  begin  to  find 
I’ve  been  sailing  on  a  wrong  tack.  We  have  been  a 
month  at  sea,  and  everything  has  gone  wrong  with  us  ever 
since  I  was  fool  enough  to  bring  Miss  Mary  on  board. — 
There’s  poor  Paul,  too — hasn’t  he  got  clapped  into  irons  ? 
and  for  what  ?  Merely  because  he  came  here  to  look  after 
the  girl  of  his  heart. 

John,  (c.)  Well,  he  deserved  it,  Toby.  Didn’t  he  ex¬ 
cite  the  men  to  mutiny  ? 

Toby.  Belay  there,  master  boatswain !  not  a  bit  of  it. 
The  boys  would  have  lent  him  a  hand  to  get  rid  of  his  irons, 
if  he  hadn’t  ’em  tipped  a  bit  of  his  lingo.  “  Comrades,” 
says  he,  “  you  sarve  your  king  and  not  me.  Do  your  duty 
to  him,  and  never  mind  an  humble  individual  like  myself.” 

I  tell  you  what,  master  Johnson,  Paul’s  a  jolly  good-hearted 
fellow  ;  but  there’s  one  precious  rascal  in  the  ship. 

[Sits  down  on  a  gun-carriage ,  r. 
John.  [Aside.~\  He  surely  can’t  suspect  my  object?  No 
matter  if  he  does  ;  the  time’s  arrived  when  I  can  snatch  the 
prize  with  safety.  Paul  is  a  prisoner.  Lieutenant  Howard 
is  with  the  captain,  and  Toughyarn  is  now  her  only  guard. 
An  opiate  in  a  glass  of  brandy  will  soon  settle  him.  [Aloud. ] 
Toughyarn,  a  word  with  you. 

Toby.  [Rising. ]  Excuse  me,  master  Johnson,  we  had 
better  not.  If  we  do  chance  to  speak,  perhaps  I  may  say 
a  bit  of  my  mincl  which  mayn’t  be  particularly  pleasant. 

John.  Come,  come,  I  see  you’re  vexed  because  Paul  is 
in  confinement.  Surely  you  arn’t  angry  with  me  because 
I  obeyed  the  captain’s  orders  ? 

Toby.  [Doubtingly.-]  Why  — if —the  captain  ordered 
you,  in  course,  master  Johnson,  that’s  another  thing. 

John.  Of  course  he  did,  and  you’d  have  done  the  same, 

I  know.  Come,  let’s  have  a  glass  together,  and  forget  all 
about  it. 

Toby.  I  don’t  mind  taking  a  glass  with  you,  but  I  cannot 
stir  from  this  spot  at  present. 
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John.  Nonsense,  Toughyarn  I  why,  you  can’t  have  any¬ 
thing  to  do  there. 

Toby.  Excuse  me,  master  Johnson,  but  I’ve  a  great  deal 
to  do.  I’ve  got  to  watch  poor  Mary’s  cabin,  which  I  do 
every  night.  Paul  can’t  protect  her  now,  so  I’ve  taken 
his  place. 

John,  (l.)  And  you  do  right,  Toughyarn.  Here’s  your 
health. 

Toby,  (r.)  Here’s  yours,  and  here’s  Mary’s.  [. Drinks .] 
I’ve  got  the  key  of  her  door,  and  it  would  puzzle  anybody 
to  get  in  without  it. 

John.  But  how  can  Mary  be  in  danger  here  ? 

Toby.  Hark  ye,  master  Johnson  :  there  are  one  or  two 
aboard  who  have  rather  a  sneaking  kindness  for  her,  and  a 
sailor’s  love,  like  a  bear’s  hug,  is  rather  of  the  roughest.  So 
1  keep  a  sharp  look  out  here  in  case  any  skulking  pirate 
should  try  to  run  alongside  of  her. 

John.  You’re  a  noble-hearted  fellow,  Toughyarn.  Come, 
take  another  glass.  [Toby  drinks.]  It’s  rare  stuff,  isn’t  it? 

Toby.  [ Getting  intoxicated .]  Douse  my  toplights  if  it 
arn’t,  master  boatswain  !  It’s  as  strong  as  Sal  Volatile,  and 
as  hot  as  Ingy.  [Sitting  on  the  gun-carriage.']  I  must 
bring  myself  to  an  anchor,  for  I  am  three  sheets  in  the 
wind  already. 

John.  That’s  right,  Toby.  Now  one  glass  more,  and 
I’m  off. 

Toby.  Not  one — not  one  !  I’ve  had  enough.  I’ve  got 
the  staggers,  and  am  bent  down  like  a  yard  of  pump  water, 
measured  from  the  spout. 

John.  [Aside.]  The  key  will  soon  be  mine,  and  Mary — 

Toby.  [Rising.]  What’s  that  you  say  about  Mary  ? — 
Zounds,  Johnson  !  I’m  as  sober  as  a  judge  now,  and  if  you 
mean,  any  foul  play,  hang  me  at  the  yardarm  if  I  don’t 
have  a  turn  with  you  myself! 

John.  Nonsense,  Toby  !  I  only  proposed  to  drink  Mary’s 
health  once  more.  You  won’t  refuse  that  ? 

Toby.  [Intoxicated.]  In  course  I  won’t.  Tip  us  the 
flip  !  Here’s  Mary  and  Paul’s  jolly  good  health  !  and 
may  their  children  be  a  precious  deal  better  looking  than 
you  are  ! 

[Music.— He  drinks  and  falls  senseless  on  the  deck ,  r. 

— Johnson  watches  him  for  some  time. 

John.  [Taking  the  key  from  him.]  Now,  then,  the  key 
is  mine  ;  and,  spite  of  all  your  care,  good  Toughyarn, 
nought  now  can  save  my  victim  ! 

[Exit  into  the  cabin.,  r.  d.  v. 
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Enter  Captain  Transom  and  Lieutenant  Howard, 
l.  d.  f.,  followed  by  a  Midshipman. 

Cay.  T.  [To  the  Midshipman.']  Mr.  Walters,  let  the 
prisoner,  Paul  Wilson,  be  immediately  released.  [Exit 
Midshipman ,  l.  d.  f.]  You  see,  lieutenant,  in  this  case  I 
have  complied  with  your  request. 

How.  (l.)  Captain,  I  thank  you  for  your  kindness. — 
Could  I  succeed  in  the  other  point  as  I  have  done  in  this, 
I  should  indeed  be  happy. 

Cap.  T.  (c.)  Hold,  my  young  friend !  you  go  too  far. 
Your  fears  for  the  safety  of  the  ship  are  groundless. — 
Johnson,  the  boatswain,  an  old  and  experienced  seaman, 
has  assured  me  you  are  wrong,  and  that  our  course  is 
right. 

How.  Captain,  I  trust  you  may  not  be  deceived. 

Cap.  T.  ’Tis  my  duty,  I  believe,  to  command  this  ship. 

How.  Excuse  me,  captain,  I  would  not  willingly  offend. 
I  am  but  second  in  command,  and  must  obey  your  orders. 
But  you  will  allow  me  to  observe,  that  the  signals  given  by 
the  Argus  frigate  clearly  prove  that  our  course  is  ill- 
directed.  Would  it  not  be  prudent,  captain,  to  pipe  all 
hands  on  deck,  and  be  prepared  for  danger  ? 

Cap.  T.  Lieutenant,  I  have  already  stated  my  opinion. 
Let  us  to  supper  ;  a  little  wine  will  drive  away  this  phantom. 

How.  Pardon  me,  captain;  I  will,  with  your  permission, 
return  to  my  cabin. 

Cap.  T.  Well,  as  you  will; — for  the  present,  goodnight. 

[Exit,  L.  D.  F. 

How.  Good  night !  Alas !  they  all  despise  my  youth 
and  inexperience,  and  will  not  listen  to  my  warning. — 
Perhaps,  to-morrow  it  will  be  too  late.  We  must  be  near 
the  fatal  sand-bank,  and  if  perchance  a  storm  should  arise, 
every  soul  on  board  must  perish.  Unhappy  fate  !  1  had 

wished  to  live  to  gain  some  honour  in  my  country’s  ser¬ 
vice,  to  prove  to  him  who  saved  my  life  that  I  was  wor¬ 
thy  of  my  patron’s  love.  But  this  can  never  be  !  all— all 
must  yield  to  fate  !  [Exit,  l.  d.  f. 

Enter  Paul,  r.  d.  f. — A  cheer  without. 

Officers.  [In  the  cabin.]  Our  captain’s  health  ! — huzza  ! 

Paul.  What  means  this  madness,  and  at  such  a  time  ? 
These  are  your  youths  of  birth — striplings,  who,  having 
seen  no  service,  seek  the  profession  as  a  pastime,  not  as  a 
duty.  [Seeiny  Tovghyarn.]  What’s  this  ?  Toughyarn 
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asleep  upon  his  post  1  A  fatal  frenzy  reigns  on  all  alike  1 
[ Endeavouring  to  arouse  him.]  Toughyarn,  awake!  He 
hears  me  not.  Unhappy  man,  shake  off  this  ill-timed 
slumber. 

Toby .  Leave  me  alone,  Johnson,  will  you? 

[He  yawns  and  falls  asleep  again. 
Paul.  Should  he  be  discovered  thus,  his  life  will  pay  the 
forfeit.  I  may  save  him  by  keeping  watch  till  he  shakes 
off  this  drunken  sleep.  [Placing  Toughyarn  behind  the 
gun,  r.  s.  e.]  Lie  there,  old  comrade  1 

[He  takes  his  place,  looking  over  the  side  of  the  vessel 
— the  moon  has  disappeared — dark. 

Enter  Mary,  r.  d.  f.,  pursued  by  Johnson. 

Mary.  Villain,  pursue  me  not !  Forget  you  who  I  am  ? 
I  will  not  listen  to  you  ! 

John,  (c.)  You  must,  fair  mistress  ! 

Mary,  (l.)  Johnson,  you  know  my  resolution.  If  you 
advance  another  step,  I  will  alarm  the  ship. 

Paul.  That  well-known  voice  ! 

John.  [Advancing .]  We’ll  soon  try  that,  my  fair  one. 
Mary.  [Calling.]  Help,  Toughyarn  !  help  !  quick  !  save 
me  from  this  monster  ! 

Hurried  Music. — Enter  Howard  from  the  cabin,  l.  d.  f. 
— he  rushes  to  Mary,  u.,  and  Paul  attempts  to  intercept 
Johnson,  who  escapes,  r.  d.  f. 

How.  (l.)  Mary,  for  Heaven’s  sake  be  calm  !  I  will 
protect  you  with  my  life. 

Mary,  (c.)  Lieutenant  Howard  here  !  Oh,  save  me ! 
save  me  !  sinks  on  his  shoulder. 

Paul.  [Aside.]  My  hated  rival  here,  and  Mary  in  his 
arms  !  [Aloud.]  Howard,  you  are  a  villain  ! 

How.  Wilson,  this  insult  must  be  answered. 

Mary.  [Kneeling.]  Paul,  listen  to  one  who  loves  you  ! 
listen,  I  entreat  you,  before  it  is  too  late. 

Paul.  No,  Mary,  I  am  not  so  easily  deceived.  I  repeat 
it,  sir — a  villain,  unworthy  of  the  epaulettes  you  wear  ;  and 
thus  I  take  revenge. 

[Music. — Paul  rushes  upon  Howard,  tears  off  his 
epaulettes,  and  tramples  on  them. — The  morning 
daivns. 

Re-enter  the  Captain,  Johnson,  and  Officers,  from  the 
cabin,  and  observe  Paul's  attack  upon  Howard. 
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Plow.  Madman  !  you  know  not  what  you  do  !  For  this, 
my  life  or  yours  i 

[Music. — They  struggle — two  Sailors  seize  Paul — 
Toby  Toughyarn,  disturbed  by  the  noise,  rushes 
forward,  r. 

Mary,  (r.)  Paul,  you  have  been  deceived  ;  some  villain 
has  abused  your  ear.  [Exit  with  Toughyarn,  R.  d.  f. 

Paul,  (r.)  Can  this  be  true  ? 

Cap.  T.  (c.)  Rash  man !  you  have  dared  to  raise  your 
hand  against  your  superior  officer.  Prepare  to  meet  your 
fate — the  punishment  is  death  ! 

Paul.  Captain,  I  know  my  doom,  and  do  not  tremble  at 
its  near  approach.  Had  I  but  punished  him  as  he  deserves, 
I  should  have  died  content. 

How.  (l.)  Captain  Transom,  hear  me  :  this  is  a  private 
quarrel,  and  I  am  bound  by  the  laws  of  honour  to  avenge 
in  person  this  unmanly  insult.  For  my  sake,  therefore, 
spare  his  life. 

Cap.  T.  Howard,  the  law  must  be  obeyed,  and,  though  I 
possess  the  will,  I  have  not  the  power  to  save  him.  The 
prisoner  must  die ! 

[He  makes  a  sign  to  the  Sailors  to  remove  Paul — the 
Sailors,  led  by  Johnson,  advance. 

Paul.  [Aside.]  What  has  my  rashness  done?  My  much 
loved  parent,  how  will  you  receive  this  mournful  news  ? — 
I  am  observed  !  Courage  !  fail  not,  my  heart !  [Aloud.] 
Shipmates,  advance  !  I  am  prepared  to  meet  my  fate. 

How.  Stay  !  [Aside.]  A  thought  this  moment  comes 
to  aid  my  purpose.  [Aloud.]  Captain,  Paul  Wilson  has 
been  dismissed  the  service.  He  is  a  passenger,  and  cannot 
therefore  be  tried  by  you. 

Paul.  Proud  boy,  forbear !  nor  ask  my  life  when  you 
have  robbed  me  of  all  hope  of  happiness  !  Howard,  you 
have  been  my  bane  —  have  basely  crossed  me  in  life’s 
hopeful  path,  and  stolen  from  me  my  heart’s  dearest  trea¬ 
sure.  1  have  no  wish  to  live — nought  now  remains  to  fill 
this  dreary  void  but  hatred  and  revenge  ! 

How.  Wilson,  you  are  wrong.  For  Mary’s  sake,  listen 
to  me. 

Paul.  Perfidious  villain !  mention  not  her  name,  or  by 
the  heavens  above,  I’ll  strike  ye  to  the  earth ! 

[He  rushes  towards  Howard,  but  is  restrained  by  the 

Sailors. 

Cap.  T.  Lieutenant,  you  are  right ;  the  prisoner’s  life 


PAUL  THE  PILOT. 


SCENE  I.] 


35 


is  saved.  Paul  Wilson,  leave  the  deck,  and  in  your  cabin 
await  our  further  orders. 

Paul.  Great  Heaven,  I  thank  thee  for  this  act  of  mercy, 
not  lor  my  liie,  but  for  the  means  of  vengeance.  [  To 
Howard .]  Rash  boy  !  you  have  sealed  your  fate.  My 
life  is  saved — yours  shall  pay  the  forfeit ! 

[He  retires  up — a  shout  is  heard. 

Sailors.  [Below.]  The  line — the  line  !  Huzza  !  huzza  ! 

Cap.  T.  Those  shouts  proclaim  the  sailors’  festival. — 
This  day  confusion  reigns  on  board  ; — the  ceremony  of 
crossing  the  line  is  an  old  custom,  still  kept  up  by  all  true 
seamen. 

Paul.  A  festival !  and  at  such  a  time !  Captain,  for¬ 
bear  ;  you  know  not  half  your  danger — we  are  on  a  wrong 
course  ;  without  the  greatest  care,  your  ship  and  crew  will 
be  lost.  What !  do  you  doubt  my  word  ?  Alas  !  too 
soon  you’ll  find  your  error. 

How.  [Aside.]  I  had  suspected  this  before.  [To  the 
Captain.]  Wilson,  I  fear,  is  right. 

Cap.  T.  Psha  !  madness  !  What  have  you  to  fear  ? 

Paul.  A  fatal  sandbank,  upon  which  so  many  ships  have 
been  wrecked. 

John.  (it.  c.)  Excuse  me,  captain  :  Master  Paul  there 
is  rather  jealous  ;  and  as  he  can’t  find  a  real  danger,  he 
is  trying  to  make  an  artificial  one — that’s  all,  your  honour. 

Paul.  Captain,  I  implore  you,  for  your  own  sake — for 
the  sake  of  your  crew,  shake  off  this  lulling  sense  of  dan¬ 
ger.  I  have  spoken  the  truth — can  give  you  proof,  if  you 
will  listen  to  a  sailor’s  warning. 

Cap.  T.  Johnson,  heave  the  lead;  we  shall  soon  see 
whether  these  fears  are  right. 

John.  [Throwing  the  line  over  the  side,  R.]  Thirty  fa¬ 
thoms.  I  told  your  honour  they  wrere  wrong  ;  we  are  safe 
enough,  I  warrant  you. 

Cap.  T.  You  hear,  gentlemen — your  fears  are  groundless. 

How.  May  Heaven  protect  us  ! 

Paul.  Captain  Transom,  for  this  rashness  you  will  have 
to  answer  to  your  king  and  country.  Remember,  I  have 
warned  you  of  the  danger  ! 

[Music. — Exeunt  Howard,  l.  d.  f.,  Paul,  r.  d.  f. 

Cap.  T.  Now,  boatswain,  give  the  signal — let  the  sport 
begin.  1  give  up  the  command  till  sunset.  [Exit,  jl.d.f. 

John.  [Whistling.]  Pipe  all  hands  on  deck — yo  ho  ! 

[Music. — Enter  Sailors  from  the  cabin,  in  grotesque 
costumes,  as  Tritons  and  Sea-Nymphs,  dancing 
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wildly — one,  dressed  as  a  Barber,  with  an  immense 
wooden  comb  stuck  in  a  large  wig ,  is  preceded 
by  tivo  boys  with  a  large  pot  and  brush  for  shaving 
— he  is  followed  by  two  Tritons,  bearing  on  their 
shoulders  Sampson  Swallow  in  a  washing-tub — 
Toby  Toughyarn,  as  Neptune,  in  an  immense 
white  trig  and  beard,  and  Bill  Jones,  dressed 
grotesquely  as  Amphitrite — they  both  sit  astride 
gun  drawn  by  Midshipmen,  and  proceed  round  and 
collect  money  from  the  Officers — Sampson  is  placed 
on  a  chair,  slung  to  the  mast,  and  suspended  over 
the  washing-tub,  c. 

Toby,  (r.)  Thus  far  into  the  bowels  of  the  ship  have 
we  marched  on  without  any  pediment.  Hampitrity,  my 
love,  how  is  you,  my  lily  ? 

Bill.  [In  a  very  gruff  voice .]  Oh,  as  well  as  can  be  ex¬ 
pected,  Master  Neptune,  in  these  infarnal  petticoats ;  I 
can’t  make  much  sail  in  ’em,  at  present. 

Toby.  That’s  right,  my  tinder  charmer ;  we’ll  have  a 
royal  glass  of  rum  together.  Bring  your  fair  queen  a  glass 
of  grog,  and  let  it  be  a  large  un. 

Bill.  And  don’t  forget  the  spirit — we’re  werry  dry  ! 

[A  Triton  hands  them  a  bowl  of  grog,  and  they  drink. 

Toby.  Now  let  the  ceremony  begin.  Nevey,  how  do 
you  like  your  place  ? 

Sam.  (c.)  Oh,  I’ve  got  a  capital  situation  for  seeing, 
uncle ;  and  as  I  never  saw  anything  of  the  sort  before,  I 
hope  you  won’t  leave  any  of  it  out. 

Toby.  Never  fear — you  shall  have  enough  of  it.  Now 
for  the  shaving,  and,  in  honour  of  old  Neptune,  sarve  his 
nevey  first. 

[The  Barber  approaches  Sampson,  and  lathers  his 
face  with  plenty  of  soap. 

Sam.  [ Struggling .]  Be  quiet,  will  you  ?  Why,  uncle, 
you  can’t  mean  that — besides,  I’ve  no  beard — I  haven’t, 
indeed;  I’m  in  a  lather  already!  Don’t,  gentlemen — I 
can’t  eat  soap  for  dinner  1  I  see  you,  you  villains  !  [The 
Barber  continues  lathering  him  over  the  face  and  eyes.]  — 
Oh,  here  I  am  with  my  eye  out !  Be  quiet,  will  you  ? 
What  would  my  mother  say  to  this  ? 

Toby,  (r.)  Is  the  lathering  over  ? 

Barber,  (l.)  Mighty  Neptune,  it  is  done. 

Toby.  Then  bring  Hampitrity  another  glass  of  grog,  be¬ 
fore  you  proceed. 
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BiU.  ^  [ Receiving  the  grot /.]  Thank  you,  Master  Nep¬ 
tune.  rlere’s  luck  !  [ Brinks .]  It’s  uncommon  pleasant  1 

Boby .  Now  scrape  our  nevey’s  wargin  chin. 

[_They  bring  a  large  iron  hoop ,  and  after  sharpening 
it,  proceed  to  shave  Sampson. 

Sam.  I’ve  got  into  a  pretty  scrape,  indeed !  Oh  !  don’t 
skin  me  alive  ! — Ah,  there  goes  the  tip  of  my  chin  !  Oh, 
<~ear  !  I  shall  never  be  able  to  cock  up  my  nose  again  1 

Boby.  Apply  the  powder,  to  presarve  our  royal  nevey’s 
mug  from  cold. 

[The  Barber,  with  a  puff,  blacks  his  face  all  over. 

Sam.  Will  you  be  quiet  ?  I  don't  like  powder.  Bah  ! 
there’s  a  mouthful!  Well,  thank  my  stars,  it’s  all  over 
at  last.  I  say,  nunkey,  after  this  I  shall  have  a  beard  like 
the  bristles  on  a  hog’s  back. 

Toby.  Now  conduct  my  royal  nevey  to  the  bath. 

Sam.  No,  pray,  uncle!  I  don’t  want  washing— I’ve 
c wallowed  soap  and  water  enough  to  keep  me  clean  for  a 
twelvemonth,  [The  Sailors  tie  him  in  the  chair,  and  then 
hoist  him  up  the  mast,  over  the  washing -tub. "\  Well,  but 
this  isn’t  the  way  to  the  bath. 

Sailors.  [Loosing  the  rope ,  and  letting  him  drop  into 
the  tub. ~\  Huzza!  huzza!  huzza! 

Toby.  Now,  then,  up  with  him  !  Haul  away,  boys  ! 

Sam.  [Kicking  and  bawling  out.']  Oh,  you  villains  ! — 
Murder !  murder ! 

Sailors.  [Dropping  him  in  again.]  Huzza  !  huzza  ! 

Sam.  Oh  !  murder — murder  ! 

[The  Sailors  bring  him  forward,  half  dead. 

Toby.  Now  hang  him  out  to  dry,  and  if  that  don’t 
bring  him  too,  nothing  will.  [To  the  Midshipmen.]  Now, 
you  swabs,  don’t  you  see  the  ladies  waiting  to  dance  ? 
Strike  up  the  fiddles,  and  go  it  like  Tritons  ! 

[Music.  —  Swallow  is  carried  off,  kicking  and  bawl¬ 
ing,  L.  D.  F. 

A  QUADRUPLE  HORNPIPE. 

[The  Midshipmen  salute  the  Sailors  who  are  dressed 
as  Sea-Nymjjhs  —  they  courtesy  awkwardly,  and 
all  join  in  a  General  Dance. 

[ Towards  the  conclusion,  a  clap  of  thunder  is  heard 
— they  cease  dancing. — The  deck  becomes  dark. 

Re-enter  Paul,  r.  d.  f.,  and  Howard,  l.  d.  e. 

Paul.  [Rush ing  forward,  r.]  Away  with  this  ill-timed 
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mummery  !  Is  this  a  fitting  dress  in  which  to  seek  the 
presence  of  your  Maker.  Where  is  the  captain?  Mill 
he  believe  me  now  ?  The  vessel  soon  will  be  aground. 

Re-enter  Captain  Transom  from  the  cabin,  l.  d.  f. 

Cap.  T.  [Coming  forward  hurriedly .]  What  do  I  hear  ? 

How.  Captain,  ’tis  even  so :  the  current  hurries  us 
away,  and  we  are  lost!  [Aside.]  Now,  then,  for  Mary’s 
safety.  [Exit,  h.  D.  f. 

[Hurried  Music.  —  Thunder — a  crash  is  heard,  and 
the  mast  shakes  violently — the  Sailors  strip  off  their 
disguises,  and  employ  themselves  about  the  ship. 

Cap.  T.  Boatswain,  heave  the  lead. 

John.  [Sounding,  r.]  Ten  fathoms  ;  we  must  be  near 
the  bank. 

Cap.  T.  [Despondingly .]  Then  all  is  lost,  indeed  ! 

Paul,  (r.)  Rouse  yourself,  captain,  and  act  as  becomes 
the  man  whom  Providence  has  entrusted  with  the  fate  of 
many — you  yet  may  save  their  lives. 

John.  [Sounding. ]  Six  fathoms.  [The  storm  increases. 

Cap.  T.  There  is  no  hope — I  know  not  what  to  do  ! 

Re-enter  Lieutenant  Howard,  rushing  on  with  Mary, 

l.  d.  f. — A  loud  crash — a  thunderbolt  strikes  the  mast 

— it  falls,  and  kills  the  Captain. 

Mary.  [Kneeling.']  Have  mercy  on  us,  Heaven  ! 

How.  [Approaching  the  Captain.]  He  is  dead  !  [Cross¬ 
ing  to  Paul. j  Wilson,  we  must  forget  our  private  wrongs, 
— the  lives  of  all  on  board  depend  on  us  :  you  have  cou¬ 
rage  and  experience  —  take  the  command,  and  we  will  all 
obey  you. 

Toby.  Right,  Master  Howard — Paul’s  the  only  man 
who  can  save  us.  So,  lads,  shout — Paul  Wilson  for  evei  ! 

Sailors.  Huzza  !  huzza  ! 

Paul.  Then  I  shall  once  again  command  before  I  die  ! 
Every  man  to  his  post — sound  the  alarm !  [The  alarm- 
bell  rings.]  All  hands  to  the  pump  !  the  helm  to  wind¬ 
ward  !  —  Steady,  there,  steady  !  —  ’Tis  all  in  vain — she’s 
sinking  fast  I  Out  with  the  boats,  and  save  the  women  first. 

[Thunder  and  lightning.  —  The  Sailors  and  Officers 
rush  to  the  stern  of  the  vessel — the  clouds  descend, 
and  the  ship  disappears — the  waves  rush  on — the 
clouds  ascend,  and  discover  the  open  sea — Sailors 
and  tubs  are  seen  floating  about — Toughyarn,  c., 
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endeavouring  to  reach  a  large  barrel — Howard, 
Paul ,  and  Mary ,  clinging  to  a  part  of  the  wreck — 
the  whole  strongly  illuminated  with  vivid  lightning 
as  the  drop  falls  on  the  picture. 

END  OF  ACT  III. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. — The  open  Sea — a  Raft,  r.  c. — Night. 
Officers,  Sailors,  and  Mary,  discovered  asleep  on  the  raft 
— Mary  supported  by  Howard,  l. — Paul  standing  on 
the  raft,  c.,  watching  them. 

Paul.  Once  more  the  sea  is  calm,  and  we  have  still  some 
dreary  hours  left  to  hope — to  starve,  and  die  !  Ah !  my 
poor  mother !  home  and  all  its  sweet  remembrances  now 
cling  around  my  heart — the  fond  ties  of  kindred  are  linked 
bv  stronger  bonds.  Poor  Mary,  too,  for  what  is  she  re¬ 
served  ?  how  will  her  fragile  form  support  this  weight  of 
misery  ?  Father  of  Mercy  !  had’st  thou  permitted  us  to 
perish  amidst  the  tempest’s  roar,  what  scenes  of  wretch¬ 
edness  had  been  spared  us  ! 

[He  retires  to  the  back  of  the  raft. — Sampson  Swal- 
low  yaivns  and  creeps  from  the  sackcloths  in  which 
he  is  enveloped. 

Sam.  (r.)  Well,  this  is  a  pleasant  situation  for  an  ama¬ 
teur  sailor  !  Oh,  Sally  Lunn  !  Sally  Lunn  !  I  wish  I  had 
stopped  at  home,  and  toasted  you  every  night  at  tea ! — 
What  a  happy  chap  I  should  have  been,  to  be  sure ! 

Toby.  [Advancing  from  the  back  of  the  raft.]  Avast 
there,  you  milksop  !  What’s  that  you  say  about  tea?  I 
hate  the  very  name  of  it.  What  heart  could  go  boldly 
into  action  that  was  swamped  by  tea- water  ?  The  parsons 
may  say  what  they  like,  but  they  arn’t  a  bit  more  fond 
of  the  kittle  than  other  folks,  unless  they  take  it  warm, 
with  a  couple  of  lumps  of  sugar. 

Sam.  I  was  only  wishing  myself  at  home,  uncle  ;  there’s 
no  harm  in  that,  I  suppose. 

Toby.  At  home  ! — I’ll  bet  my  grog  agen  a  marine’s  old 
button  that  your  mother  was  fond  of  some  loblolly  boy  of 
a  barber,  while  your  dad  was  doubling  Cape  Horn.  You 
haven’t  a  drop  of  the  true  Toughyarn  blood  in  your  veins, 
or  you  wouldn’t  be  thinking  of  yourself  when  the  poor  girl 
there  is  dying  for  want. 

Sam.  You’re  mighty  fond  of  the  girls,  uncle,  for  a  man 
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of  your  age  ;  I  don’t  think  it  over  respectable — I  don’t, 
indeed ! 

Toby.  Well,  I  does  love  them,  and  no  mistake.  A  sai¬ 
lor  without  a  sweetheart  is  like  a  ship  without  a  rudder, 
or  a  binnacle  without  a  compass.  The  pretty  dears  are 
the  very  hackme  of  a  seaman’s  hopes — the  maintop  of  his 
heart.  Why,  lord  love  you,  I’ve  seen  ’em  of  all  shapes 
and  colours,  from  the  Hoppingtops  at  the  Cape  and  the 
Axquemos  at  the  North  Pole,  to  the  Wenuses  of  France 
and  Italy,  but  they  can’t  box  the  compass  with  the  dear 
little  lasses  of  our  native  land. 

Sam.  I  like  them  very  well,  but  I’d  rather  have  a  pound 
of  salt  beef  at  present  than  all  the  women  in  the  world. 

Toby.  Psha  !  you’ve  no  taste,  nor  courage  either.  — 
Why,  we  arn’t  half  so  badly  off  as  my  old  friend  Peter  Pig¬ 
tail  was,  when  wrecked  in  the  Bellyruffun  in  one  thousand 
five  hundred  and  nineteen.  .Arter  the  unforternate  craft 
went  down,  he  was  obliged  to  take  to  the  jolly-boat,  which 
was  not  much  bigger  than  one  of  your  shoes  ;  and  was 
kept  by  contrary  winds  on  the  ocean  for  more  nor  eight 
weeks,  without  a  bit  of  biscuit  or  a  drop  of  water. 

Sam.  What !  a  man  live  for  eight  weeks  without  grub  ? 

Toby.  Yes,  he  did ;  and  how  d’ye  think  the  poor  devil 
managed  it  ? 

Sam.  That  I  should  like  to  know ;  it  may  be  of  great 
service  to  me  if  we  go  on  much  longer  in  this  way. 

Toby.  Arter  knocking  about  for  two  weeks,  on  the  third 
he  thought  of  eating  his  own  precious  self ;  so  he  began 
nibbling  his  toes  and  eating  his  feet.  On  the  fourth  he 
gobbled  up  his  legs — on  the  fifth,  his  hands — on  the  sixth, 
his  arms — on  the  seventh,  his  body — and  on  the  eighth - 

Sam.  Why,  he  had  nothing  left  to  eat. 

Toby.  Yes,  you  fool,  he  had— his  head.  So  he  swal¬ 
lowed  that,  and  then  bundled  himself  overboard  in  despair. 

Sam.  Well,  I  never!  —  Oh,  shocking!  I’m  sure  I 
shouldn’t  have  thought  of  eating  my  own  head. 

Toby.  To  be  sure  you  wouldn’t ;  because  you’ve  neither 
brains  in  your  head,  nor  spirits  in  your  locker.  Look  at 
me  :  though  I’m  as  thin  as  a  ramrod,  and  as  weak  as  ten 
water  grog,  I’m  not  afeard  but  summut  may  turn  up  to 
save  us  yet. 

Sam.  I  wish  it  would  turn  up  quickly ;  for  if  it  don’t,  I 
shall  soon  be  obliged  to  turn  up  myself.  We’ve  bee*i 
three  weeks  knocking  about  on  these  south  seas,  and 
haven’t  had  even  a  bit  of  biscuit  for  the  last  two  davs. 
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Toby.  Belay,  there!  I  may  as  well  whistle  jigs  to  a 
mermaid  as  try  to  make  a  man  of  you  !  Let’s  have  no 
more  of  your  grumbling  ;  for,  see,  the  poor  girl  revives. 

[ They  retire  to  the  back  of  the  raft. 

Mary.  [ Rising ,  l.]  Alas  I  where  am  I  ?  —  Still  this 
dreary  scene  1 

How.  Cheer  up,  poor  girl !  you  are  with  those  who 
love  and  will  protect  you  to  the  last.  Come,  Mary,  lean 
on  me ;  let  us  trust  in  Him  who  rules  o’er  all— He  will 
hear  our  prayers,  and  snatch  us  from  destruction. 

Mary.  Go,  Howard— leave  me  to  my  fate— you  need 
repose.  All  human  aid  will  now  be  useless  ;  1  cannot  long 
survive— my  senses  wander,  and  my  wasting  limbs  retuse 
their  usual  office. 

How.  Nay,  nay,  all  may  yet  be  well. 

Mary.  Alas  !  had  I  water  but  to  wet  my  parching  lips— 
but,  no  1  why  do  1  ask  for  water,  when  we  are  starving . 
r Pointing  off. ]  Look  there!  do  you  not  see  stern  Death 
grinning  from  beneath  his  shroud  ?  His  bony  fingers  point 
towards  the  sea  l  he  motions  me  to  quench  my  thirst !  his 
dreadful  laugh  rings  in  my  sharpened  ear  !  [Shuddering.] 
See !  he  approaches  !  Protect  me  from  his  grasp  !  His  icy 
hand  is  now  upon  my  heart !  [Sinking.]  Have  mercy,  Heaven ! 

How.  Will  no  one  here  assist  me  ?  is  there  no  water  lor 


Paul.  &[_4side.]  She  must  not  die  without  an  effort  being 
made  to  save  her.  [Coming  forward.]  One  cask  yet  re¬ 
mains  ;  it  belongs  to  Johnson.  What  it  contains  I  know 
not,  but,  from  its  weight,  I  fear  it  can’t  be  water. 

How.  This  is  no  time  for  hesitation  ;  one  cupfuil  must 

be  mine.  Now  to  secure  the  prize  ! 

[Music. _ He  goes  xvith  caution  to  the  cask,  and  at¬ 

tempts  to  draw  it  from  under  the  head  of  Johnson, 
who  is  asleep,  r .—as  he  is  moving  it,  Johnson 
awakes,  and  starts  up— they  struggle  for  the  cask 
and  gradually  bring  it  towards  the  front. 

John.  Howard,  let  go  the  cask— ’tis  mine !  I  will  pro¬ 


tect  it  with  my  life  I  , 

How.  On  the  possession  of  that  treasure  now  depends  a 

life  of  greater  value  far  than  thine.  Johnson,  beware  ! 

you  know  not  half  your  danger. 

John.  Danger  from  you  !  the  youth  is  surely  mad  . 

How.  [Throwing  himself  on  Johnson.]  Now,  Wilson, 
now  t__the  cask— some  water  quickly  ! 

[Music. _ The  Crete  anxiously  look  towards  the  caste 
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— Paul  snatches  and  breaks  it  open — Johnson  and 
Howard  struggle  violently. 

Paul.  [ Shoiving  the  cask,  which  is  filled  with  gold  com.] 
Madmen  and  fools  !  you  light  for  that  which,  to  all  here,  is 
useless.  One  pint  of  water,  or  a  hardened  crust,  would 
outweigh  far  this  glittering  store.  [  Throwing  it  into  the  sea.'] 
Go,  worthless  gold  !  for  which  man  strives  and  sins — the 
cause  of  crime  on  earth,  and  misery  hereafter. 

Mary.  Support  me,  Howard  1 

How.  [Assisting  her.']  That  voice ! — She  lives,  and  I 
may  save  her  yet ! 

[The  Crew,  except  Toby  and  Sampson,  gather  round 
Johnson,  and  look  towards  Paul. 

John.  This  is  all  very  well,  Paul,  but  things  can’t  go  on 
in  this  way.  We  are  all  starving — we  have  stood  out  as 
long  as  we  can,  and  now  we  must  do  something  to  keep 
life  together.  ’Tis  a  dreadful  alternative,  but  we’ve  made 
up  our  minds. 

Paul.  What  is  it  that  you  want  ? 

John.  Why,  food  to  be  sure.  One  must  die  to  save  the 
others.  Wre’ll  draw  lots,  and  the  loser  must  be  killed. 

Paul.  Are  ye  men  ? 

John.  We  are,  and  have  appetites  which  must  be  fed. 

Toby.  D — me,  I  should  like  to  have  the  feeding  of  you, 
you  cannibal  rascal !  I’d  give  you  cold  pig  enough,  I 
warrant  you ! 

Paul.  Silence,  Toughyarn  !  your  honest  indignation  is 
in  vain  ; — mercy  cannot  find  a  place  within  their  savage 
breasts.  Johnson,  this  shall  not  be  ! 

John.  By  all  the  powers  on  earth  it  shall !  Prepare  the 
lots  ! 

Sam.  Oh,  cut  up  the  young  woman  first! 

[Music. — Paul  leans  mournfully  against  the  mast — 
Howard  still  supports  Mary — Johnson  prepares 
pieces  of  paper,  which  he  puts  into  a  hat,  mid  hands 
round — Toughyarn  takes  one  sulkily — Sampson  tries 
to  hide  himself,  but  is  pulled  back — Mary  is  dread¬ 
fully  agitated. 

John.  Come,  let’s  see  the  papers.  Who’s  the  victim  ? 

[Music. — He  examines  the  papars  separately,  taking 
Howard's  last. 

John.  Howard,  the  fatal  chance  is  yours!  [Chord. 

How.  I  am  prepared  !  But  Mary — who  will  protect  her 
now  ? — Farewell  for  ever  !  Johnson,  strike  ! — be  steady  in 
your  aim  ! 
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[He  kneels,  opening  his  breast  to  receive  the  blovi 
Johnson  raises  his  dagger — Mary  arrests  his  arm. 
Mary.  [ Clinging  to  Paul.]  Oh,  save  him,  Paul,  tor 
heaven’s  sake — for  mine! — yes,  I  repeat  it,  mine  !  hrom 
a  strong  sense  of  duty,  I  have  long  strived,  and  with  success, 
to  keep  concealed  the  ardent  passion  which  I  bear  for 
Howard.  But  at  a  time  like  this — his  life  in  danger,  twere 
madness  to  dissemble.  My  more  than  brother  1  in  every 
peril  to  you  alone  I  have  looked  for  succour,  dlien  aid 
me  now — ’ tis  the  last  boon  that  I  shall  ever  ask  ;  and  if 
you’d  see  me  live,  save  Howard’s  life. 

Paul.  [Aside.]  ’Tis  then  as  I  suspected  ;  my  dream  of 
hope  is  over, — the  beacon,  which  has  cheered  me  on  thi  ough 
life’s  rough  voyage,  is  now  extinguished.  She  loves  him, 
and,  before  all,  has  dared  confess  her  fond  affection.  What 
shall  I  do  ?  Shall  I  desert  her  now,  and  thus  ensure  my 
riv&l^  s  dcstli  ^ 

Mary.  Will  you  refuse  me  this  last  request  ?  Can  yon 
stand  calmly  by,  and  see  a  fellow-creature  butchered  m 
cold  blood  ?  What  means  this  silence  ?  Shame  upon  you, 
Paul !  you  are  as  mad  as  they  ! 

Paul.  [Aside,  turning  from  her.]  Down,  demons,  from 

ray  brain  !  .... 

Mary.  Inhuman  Paul ! — Save  but  his  life,  and  I  will  e 
thy  slave.  Nay,  turn  not  thus  away  ;  I  will  be  heard  ! 
Howard,  kneel  with  me,  and  join  your  prayers  to  mine. 
How.  Alas  !  ’tis  useless  now. 

Paul.  [Raising  Mary,  and  placing  her  at  the  corner  of 
the  raft ,  l.]  Mary,  your  lover  shall  be  saved.  Johnson, 

my  life  for  his  1  .  TT  j 

John.  No,  no  !  the  lots  were  fairly  drawn,  and  Howard 

is  the  man.  Come,  lads,  our  prize  ! 

[The  Sailors  are  going  to  seize  Howard. 

Paul.  [Interposing.]  Advance  but  an  inch — your  life 

shall  pay  the  forfeit  1 

Toby.  That’s  right,  Paul,  and  I’ll  be  with  you  before  a 
cat  can  lick  her  ear.  Now,  then,  my  lads,  cut  for  cut,  and 

d — n  all  favours !  ,  . 

Sam.  [Showing pistols.]  I’ve  got  a  dose  for  them,  uncle. 
The  powder  and  pills  to  be  taken  directly,  as  the  doctors 
write  upon  their  labels.  [They  struggle  and  fight  in front. 

John.  Confusion  1  the  presence  of  this  girl  ui  mans  us 
all.  [Seizing  an  axe,  and  cutting  away  apart  of  the  raft 
with  Mary  on  it,  l.]  Let  this  effect  a  cure. 

Mary.  [Floating  away,  l.  u .  E.]  Oh,  Howard!  save  me! 
save  me  !  [The  clouds  descend,  and  obscure  i he  scene. 
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Toby.  Ah,  cut  from  the  raft!  [Attacking  Johnson.']  — 
Villain,  this  is  your  work.  [Overpowering  him ,  and  throw¬ 
ing  him  into  the  sea.]  There  goes  a  rascal  to  Davy  Jones’s 
locker,  with  a  heart  as  black  as  his  face !  I  told  him  I 
should  like  to  give  him  some  cold  pig,  and  blow  my  ’bacco, 
if  I  haven't  done  it  now  ! 

How.  I  must  away  to  save  her,  though  I  fear  my  strength 
will  fail  me.  [To  Paul.]  You  have  saved  my  life — I  would 
ask  another  boon.  Should  I  be  lost,  and  you  survive,  bear 
this  to  one,  who  has  been  to  me  a  second  father.  Tell 
him  that  I  have  tried  to  merit  all  his  kindness. 

Paul.  [Reading .]  “  To  Paul  the  Pilot ,  from  the  King 
of  England  /”  Gracious  Providence!  where  did  you  ob¬ 
tain  this  medal  ? 

How.  From  a  nobleman  to  whom  I  owe  my  life — the 
good  Lord  Carlingford.  With  him,  some  sixteen  years  ago, 
during  a  fight  at  sea,  I  nearly  met  a  watery  grave,  but  was 
saved  by  some  English  sailors.  He  has  been  to  me  a  fa¬ 
ther  ;  his  interest  at  court  procured  the  rank  I  bear. 

Paul.  What!  Lord  Carlinford  1  the  preserver  of  my 
brother’s  life — Mary’s  father — still  alive  !  Yes,  Arthur, 
even  so  ;  he  promised  to  protect  you — to  place  this  medal 
on  your  infant  breast,  and  he  has  kept  his  word.  In  me 
you  find  an  elder  brother!  [They  embrace. — A  gun  heard.] 
What  joyful  sound  was  that  ? 

Toby.  [Looking  off.]  A  sail !  a  sail ! 

[The  clouds  ascend,  and  discover  the  main  ocean — 
Mary  is  seen  in  a  boat,  l.  c.,  with  Sailors  waving 
their  hankerchiefs  to  those  on  the  raft,  r.  c. — a 
large  Ship  sails  in,  l.  u.  e. — the  Sailors  throw  ropes 
to  Toby,  who  seizes  them,  and  hauls  to  the  vessel, 
which  fires  a  salute — a  Sailor  waves  a  Union  Jack 
on  the  bowsprit. — Loud  shouts,  as  the  curtain  falls. 
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